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MR. BEARD. 
81K ae SUES 1107 th 
| T is with great pleaſure I embrace this 
opportunity to acknowledge the favours 
I have received from you. Among others I 
would mention in particular the warmth with 
which you eſpouſed this piece in its paſſage 
to the ſtage ; but that I am afraid it would 
be thought a compliment 10 your good na- 
ture, too much at the expence of your judge- 
ment. , 
If this Opera is conſidered merely as a 
piece or Dramatic writing, it will certainly 
be found to have very little merit: in that 
£4 light no one can think more indifterently 
of it than I do myſelf ; but I believe I may 
venture to aſſert, on your opinion, that ſome 
of the ſongs are tollerable ; that the muſic is 
more pleaſing than has hitherto appeared 
in any compoſition of this kind; and the 
words better adapted, conſid:r1ing the na- 
ture of the airs, which are not common bal- 
lads, than could be expected, ſuppoiing any 
degree of poetry to be preſerved in the ver- 
ſification. More than this few people expect, 
in an Opera, and if ſome of the ſeverer cri- 
tics ſhould be inclined to blame your indul- 
. gence. to. one of the firſt attempts of a young 
| writer, I am perſuaded the Public in ge- 
| | ner 


BEDICATION. 
neral will applaud your endeavour to pro- 
vide them with ſomething'new, in a ſpecies 
of entertainment, in which the performers 
at your ' heatre ſo eminently excel. 

Lou may, perceive Sir, that I yield a punc- 
tual obſervance to the injunctions you laid 
upon me, when I threatened you with this 
addreſs, and make it rather a preface than 
a dedication : And yet I muſt confeſs I can 
hardly reconcile thoſe formalities which ren- 
der it indelicate to pay praiſes where all the 
world allows them to be due; nor can I eaſily 
conceive why a man ſhould be ſo ſtudious to 
deſerve, what he does not defire : But fince 
you will not allow me to offer any panegy» 
ric to you, I muſt haſten to beſtow one 
upon myſelf, and let the public know 
(which was my chief deſign in this intro- 

duction) that I have the honor to be, 


1ST 8)” 
5 moſt obliged, 


And moſt obedient ſervant, 


The AU TH OR. 
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Of the Publiſhers of this OPERA may 
- be had, Price One Shilling, 
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Country Men and Women, Ste, dee. 


Scene DOIN 
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Love in a Village. 
ACT Il. 8er 


A garden, with flatues, fountains, and floꝛuer- pots. Se- 
veral arbours appear in the fide ſcenes: Rossk TTA and 
LucinDA are diſcovered at work, ſeated upon two 
garden chairs, „ 


7.7 
Roſſetta. HH OPE ! thou nurſe of young deſire, 
Fairy promi ſer of joy; 
Painted vapour, glow-weorm fire, 
Temp'rate ſtucet, that ne er can cliy. 


Lucinda, Hope ! thou carneft of delight, 
 Softeſt ſoother of the mind; 
Balmy cordial, froſpect bright, 

Sureft friend the wretched find, 


Both. Kind decerver, flatter ſtill, 
Deal out pleaſures unpeoſſeſt ; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt, 
B Tua, 


2 - LOVE IN A VILLAGE: 
Lucin. Heigho — Roſſetta 
Nel. wen, child, what do you ſay? ” 8 
© Lucin. Tis à deviliſh thing to live in 2 village an 


hundred miles from the capital, with a prepoſterous 
gouty father, and & ſuperannuated maiden aunt. 


| I am heartily fick of my fituation. \ 
1 Rofſ. And with reaſon. But tis in a great mea- 
| ſure your own fault: Here is this Mr. Euſtace, a 


| | man of character and family; he likes you, you like | | 
| 4 him; you know one another's minds, and yet you 
will not reſolve to make yourſelf happy with him. 
| II. 
WWhence can you inherit 
| So ſlaviſb a ſpirit? 
Confin'd thus, and chain'd to a 17 7 
Now fondÞ'd, now chid, 
Permitted, forbid, 
"Tis leading the life of a dog. 


, | For ſhame, you a lover ! 
| More firmneſs diſcover : 
Take courage, nor here longer moaß; 
| Refijt and be free, 
| 1 | Run riot like me, 


1 And to perfect the picture elope. 


| | . Tucin. And this is your advice ? 

| Ref. Poſitively, . 

| Tucin. Here's my hand, rofuively 1 Til follow it. 

38 have already ſent to ray gentleman, who is now in 
the country, to.let him know be may come hither this 


day ; we will make uſe of the opportunity to ſettle all 
preliminarie——And then But take notice, when- 
ever we decamp, you march off along with us. 

Ref. Oh! madam, your ſervant ; I have no incli- 
nation to be left behind, I aſſure you Rut you ſay 


you got acquainted with this ſpark, while you were 


with your mother during ker laſt illneſs at Bath, ſo that 


your father has never ſeen him. 


Lucin, Never in his life, my dear; and I am confi- 


dent he entertains not the leaſt ſuſpicion of my having 
any ſuck connection; my aunt, indeed, has her doubts 
and ſurmiſes; but, beſides that my father will not allow 
any one to be wiſer than himſelf, it is an eſtabliſhed 
maxim between theſe affectionate e never to 
agree in any thing. 


Rofſ. Except being abſurd; you —5 allow they 


ſympathize, perfectly, in that - But now we are on the 
ſubject, I deſire to know what I am to do with this. 


wicked old juſtice of peace? this libidinous father | 
of yours, he follows me about the houſe lire a tame 


goat. 


Lucin. Nay, I'll aſſure you he has been a wag in big 
time you muſt have a care of yourſelf. 
| Ref. Wretched me] to fall into ſuch hands, who 
have been juſt forced to run away from my parents 
to avoid an odious marriage——you ſmile at that now, 
and I know you think me whimſical, as you have 
often told me; but you muſt excuſe my being Ates 
over delicate i in this particular. 
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wo 
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4 LOVE IN A VILLAGE: 


| AIR III. 
My heart's my own, my will is free, 
And ſo ſhall he my voice; 

No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice. 
Let parents rule cry nature's laws, 

And children till obey; 
And is there then no ſaving clauſe, 
Againſt tyrannic ſway ? 


Tucin. Well, but my dear mad girl——— ' 
R2ff. Lucinda, don't talk to me Was your 
father to go to London, meet there by accident with an 
old fellow as wi#ng headed as himſelf; and in a fit of 
abſurd friendſhip, agree to marry you to that old fel- 
Jow's fon, whom you had never ſeen, without conſult- 
ing your inclinations, or allowing you a. negative, in 
caſe he ſhould not prove agreeable | | 
Tucin. Why, I ſhould think it a little hard, I con- 
ſefs yet when I ſee you in the character of a cham- 
bermaid——— -' i 
Roff. It is the only character, my dear, in which I 
could hope to lie concealed ; and I can tell you, I was 
reduced to the laſt extremity, when, in conſequence of 
dur old boarding-ſchoo) friendſhip, I applied to you to 
| receive me in this capacity: for we expected the par- 


ties the very next week | 

Lucin. But had not you a meſſage from your in- 
tended ſpouſe, to let you know he was as little inclined 
to fuch ill- concerted nuptials as you were ? 


* ** 


Ref 


A COMIC OPERA. 5 


means, to centrive ſome method of breaking them off, 
for he had rather return to his dear ſtudies at Oxford ; 
and after that, what hopes could I have of being hap- 
py with him? | 

Lucin. Then you are not at all uneaſy at the ſtrange 
rout you muſt have occaſioned at home? I warrant, 


during this month that you have been abſent 
Roſſ. Oh! don't mention, it, my dear; I have had 
ſo many admirers ſince I commenced abigail, that I am 


Byt hoid, who 
ſtalks yonder into the yard, that the dogs are ſo glad to ſee? 

Lucin. Daddy Hawthorn as J live ! He 3 is come to 
pay my father a viſit; and never more luckily, for he 
- always forces him abroad. By the way, what will 
you do with yourſelf while I ſtep into the houſe to 
ſee after my truſty meſſenger Hodge? | 

Roſe No matter, I'll fit down in that arbour and liſ- 
ten to the ſinging of the birds: you know I am fond of 
melancholy amuſements. 


quite charmed with my ſituation 


Lucin. So it ſeems indeed: ſure Roſſetta none of your 
admirers have mace a hole in your heart ; you are not 
in love, I hope ? 

Rolf. In love that's pl N who do you ſuppoſe 
I ſnould be in love with pray ? 

Lun. Why let me ſee —— What af vou think of 


7 homas, our gardiner ? there he is at the other end of 


the walk He's a very pretty young man, and the 

ſervants 3 he's always writing verſes on you. 
Riff. Indeed Lucinda you are very ſilly. 

: Lucin. Indeed Roſſetta that bluſh makes 708 look 

very hancſome, 


0 On 


Ro/ſ. More than fo ; he wrote to adviſe me by all | 
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| 22 Ref Bluſh ! I am ſure I don' t bluſh. 
| Lucin. Ha, ha, ha! 
| Noſſ. Pſhaw, Lucinda how can you be fo ridiculous # 
| Tucin. Well don't be angry and I have done but 
| pa you did like him, how could yoy help yourſelf 


A I R IV. - 
| | Then once loves ſubtle poiſon gains, 
|} | I ̃ paſſage to the female breaſt; 

Like lightning ruſhing through the veins, 
14 Each ꝛviſb, and ev'ry thought's poſſeſt. 
wy | To heal the pangt our minds endure, 

| | 2 Reaſon in vain its ſtill applies; 

11 | | Neught can afferd the heart a cure, 

| But what ig * ng 70 the eyes. 


NE n. 


Euter YouNG Mrabows. | 


F. Meadows, Let me ſee—on the fifteenth of June, at 
half an hour paſt five in the morning (having taken out 
a packet-book) I left my father's houſe unknown to any 
| one, having made free with a coat and jacket of our gar- 
| dener's, which fitted me, by way of a diſguiſe :—— 
ſo ſays my pocket-book; and chance directing me to 
this village, on the 20th of the ſame month I pro- 
cured a recommendation to the worſhipful juſtice 
Moodcoch, to be the ſuperintendant of his pumpkins 
and cabbages, becauſe I would let my father ſee I choſe 
to run any lengths rather than/ſubmit to what his obſti- 

nacy would have fogced me, a marriage againft my in+ 
clination, 


— 


A COMIC OPERA: ; 
clination, with a woman I never ſaw. (puts uþ the 
book, and takes a watering-pot) Here I have been three 


weeks, and in that time I am as much altered as if 


J had changed my nature with my habit. *Sdeath, to 


fall in love with a chambermaid! And yet, if I could 


forget that I am the ſon and heir of fir William 
Meadows—But that's impoſible. 


AIR V. 
Oh ! had ] been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage fwain 
In fair Roſſetta's fight to feed, 
ty ſheep upon the plain. 
What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne er muſt know : 


Ye envious pow rs ! why have ye plac d 
My fair one's 2 ſo lob? 


Hah ! who was it I had a age of as I paſt * that 
arbour? was it not ſhe ſat reading there? the trembling 
of my heart tells me my eyes were not miſtaken 
Here ſhe comes. >" 


SCENE IM. 
Young MA DOwSs, RossETTA. 

Roſſ. Lucinda was certainly in the right of it, and 
yet] bluſh to own my weakneſs even to mylelf —— 
Marry, hang the fellow for not being a gentlemen. 

Y. Meadows. I am determined I won't ſpeak to her, 
(turning to a roſe tree, and plucking the fletwers). Now 
or never is the time to conquer myſelf: Beſides, I Have 


ſome reaſon to believe the girl has no averſion to me, 
ard 


WW” PT Zoom 


— 


* 
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— 


and as I wiſh not to do her an injury, it would be crue] 
to fill her head with notions of what can never happen 
(bum a tune.) Pſha ; ; rot , | how they prick 
one's fingers. 

Kol. He takes no notice of me, but ſo much the 
better, I'll be as indifferent as he is. I am ſure the 
poor lad likes me ; and if I was to give him any en- 
couragement ; I ſuppoſe the next thing he talked of 
would be buying a ring; and being aſked in church 
Oh, dear pride, I thank you for that thought ! 

Y. Meadows. Hah, going without a word! a 
look! I cair't bear that Mrs Roffetta, I am ga- 
thering a few roſes here, if you'll ue to . them, 
in with you. 


Ro]. Thank you, Mr. Thomas, but all my lady's 


flowerpots are full. 


V. Meadows, Will you accept of them for yourſelf 
then, ( catching hold of ber.) What's the matter: 0 
look as if you were angry with me. 

+ Rofſe Pray, let go my hand. | | 

Young Mead. Nay, pr'ythee, why is this? you 
ſhan't go, I have ſomething to ſay to you, | 

Ref. Well, but I muſt go, I wiil go; I deſire Mr 
Thomas 

RAIN VI. 
Gentle youth, ab, tell me why 
Still you force me thus to fly; 
Ceaſe, oh ! ceaſe, to perſevere, 
Speak not what I muſt not hear, 
To my heart it's eaſe reſtore, 


Ge, and never ſee me more. 


SCENE. 


* 
- 


oy 8 
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SCENE IV. 


Younc MEA DOws. 


a This girl is a riddle — That ſhe loves me I think there 
is ho room to doubt ; ſhe takes a thouſand opportunities 


to let me ſee it, and yet when I ſpeak to her, ſhe will 
hardly give me an anſwer, and if I attempt the ſmalleſt 
familiarity is gone in an inſtant I feel my paſſion 
for her grow every day more and more violent 
Well, would I marry her? would I make a miſtreſs of 


her if I could? Two things, called prudence and 


honour, forbid either. What am I purſuing, then s A 
ſhadow. Sure my evil genius laid this ſpare in my 


way. However, there is one comfort, it is in my power 
to fly from it! if ſo, why do I heſitate? I am dif- 
traced, unable to determine any thing. 


AIR VII. 

Still in hopes to get the better, 
Of my flubborn flame I try; 

Swear this moment to forget her, 

And the next my oath deny. 

New prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, | 

Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; f 
Boaſt my freedom, fly to meet her, 


Aud vonfe/s myſelf a fave. 
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SCENE Y. 
A hall in Juſtice Woopcock's houſe. Enter Haw- 


THORN with a fowling piece in his hand, and a net with 
| birds at his girdle : and afterwards ee ene 


IE TALE” VE. 


There was a jolly miller once, 
Lived on the river Dee ; 
He wart d, and ſung, from morn till nab 
No lark more blyth than he. 
And this the burthen of his fongs 
| For ever uſed ro be. 
I eare for nobody, not I, 
Jf no one cares for me. 


; ij 5:4 E 7 


Houſe here, houſe ; what all gadding, all abroad! houſe 


I fay, hilli ho ho! 
J. Waodeoch. Here's a noiſe, here's a racket ! Mil- 


liam, Robert, Hodge why does not ſomebody anſwer ? 
Odds my lifel believe the fellows have loft their hearing: 
(Entering) Oh maſter Hawthorn } 1 rn it was ſome 


mad cap 


Are you there? 

Hawth. Am I here, yes: and if you had been on 
I was three hours ago, you would find the good effecta 
of it by this time: but you have got the lazy, unwhol- 
ſome London faſhion, of lying a bed in a morning, and 


there's gout for you Why Sir I have not been in- 
bed five minutes after ſun-riſe theſe thirty years, am 


generally up before it; and ] never took a doſe of phy- 
fic but once in my life, and that was in compliment to 
87722 ak  _ a couſin 


* 


Fa] 
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a couſin of mine an n that had juſt ſet up 
buſineſs. 

J. Woodcock. Well but maſter A let me 
tell you, you know nothing of the matter, for I ſay 
ſleep is neceſſary for a man, ay and I'll maintain it. 

Hawth. What when I maintain the contrary ! [- 
Look you neighbour Woodeach, you are a rich man, a 
man of worſhip, a juſtice of peace, and all that; but 
learn to know the reſpe& that is due to the ſound 
from the infirm ; and allow me the ſuperiority a good 
conſtitution gives me over you——Health is the great- 
eſt of all poſſeſſions, and tis a maxim with me, that an 
nail cobler, is a better man than a ſick king. 

J. Woodcock. Well, well, you are a ſportſman. _ 

 Hawth. And ſo would you too, if you would take, 
my advice, A Sportſman quotha ! why there is nothing 
like it: I would not exchange the ſatisfaction I feel while 
I am beating the lawns and thickets about my little farm, 
for all the entertainments and Pageantry in Chrife, 
tendom. 


% 


'Y > 0 


Let gay ones and great, 
| Make the meſt of their fate, 


From pleaſure to pleaſure they run 7 \ 


Fell, who cares a jot, 
J envy them nat, 
Mpile I bave my dog and my gun, 


C2 N Foy 


45085: N 712 — w. Nm D 
hs 
: Teas _ . 


* 


2. ————— tou ug a et rs 1 Ie rs 4 
i... . wt — 


n 


Parr” Hen. of Ie. erm OC IT PIG N 
* a ** 1 8 
D 


gm, * 1 
— "TT 
r c ad 42 
n 


. pet — — 


— < * 


a 


11 LOVE IN AVILLA GE. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light. 
The bliſſes I find, 
No flings leave behind, 
But health and diverſion unite. 


SCENE. VI. 
Le Woopcock, HawTaroRN, HonGr. 


Hedge. Did your worſhip call Sir? 
J. IN bodcoct. Call Sir! where have you and the reſt 
of thoſe raſcals been? but I ſuppoſe I need not aſᷣ· 
You.muſt know there is a ſtatute, a fair for hiring ſer- 
vants, held upon my green to day, we have it uſually at 
this ſeafon of thy year, and it never fails to put all the 
folks here-about out of their ſenſes; | 
Hedge. Lord your honour look out, and fee what a 
nice ſhew they make yonder, they had got pipers, and 
fidlers, and were dancing as I com'd along for dear | 
life —I never ſaw ſuch a Ae eas in our village | 
in all my born days again. | 
Hatuth. Why l like this now, this is as it ſhould be. ” 
F. Waodcach, No no, tis a very fooliſh piece of bu- 
ſneſs ; good for nothing but to promote idleneſs and 
the getting of baſtards : but I ſhall take meaſures for 
preventing it another year, and I doubt whether I am 
not ſufficiently authorized already: For by an act paſ- 
ſed Anno, undecimo, Caroli primo, which impowera 
* of peace, who iĩ is lord of the manor. — 


Hawth, 


A COMIC OPERA. 143 


Hawth. Come come, never mind the act, let me 


tell you this is a very proper, a very uſeſul meeting; I 
want a ſervant or two myſelf, I muſt go ſee what your 
market affords ;—»—and you ſhall go, and the girls, my 
little Lucy and-the other young rogue, and we'll make 
a day on't as well as the reſt. 

J. Woodcock, I wiſh maſter Hawthorn, I cou'd teach 
you to be a little more ſedate : why wont you take pat- 
tern by me, and conſider your dignity Odds heart 
I don't wonder you are not a rich man, you laugh too 
much ever to be rich. 

| Hawth. Right neighbour J/oodcock! health, gopd 
humour, and competence is my motto: and if my exe- 
cutors have a mind, they are welcome to make it my 
| epitaph. 


ATR. X. 
The honeſt heart whoſe thoughts are clear, 
From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile; 
Need neither fortune's frowning fear, 
Nor court the Harlot's ſmile. 


+ _ The greatneſs that would make us grave, 
Is but an empty thing; 
5 . hat more than mirth wou'd mortal have 2 
The chearſul man's a king l 


+ 


: 
f 
H 
4 


9 1 me 3 
r 


14 LOVE IN A VILLAGE. 


SCENE. vn. 


Locixpa, HopGE. 


- Tucin, Hiſt, hiſt,” Hodge | a 

Hodge. Who calls? here am I. ; 

© Lucin, Well, have you been? 

Hodge. Been, ay I ha been far enough, an chat be 
all ? you never knew jy Fug * out ſo _— in 
your born days. £7. | 
Lucin. Why, what's the matter ? . 

Hodge. Why you know, I dare not take a horſe out 
| of his worſhip's ſtables this morning, for fear it ſhould 
be miſſed, and breed queſtions ; and our old nag at 
home was ſo cruelly beat i'th hoofs, that poor heaſt, it 
had not a foot to ſet to ground; $o I was fain to go to 
farmer Ploughſharcs, at the Grainge, to horrow the 
loan of his bald filly : and wou'd you tfffhk it? after 
walking all that way,——de'el from me, if the croſs- 
 grain'd toad, did not. deny me the favour. .. 

- Luan. Unlucky! | 
8 Well, then I went my ways to the King's 
head in the village, but all their cattle were at plough : 
and I was as far to ſeek below at the turnpike : ſo at laſt, 
for want of a better; I were forced to take up with dame 
Quickſets blind mare. 
LTucin. Oh, then you have TAE 3 
Hodge, Yes, yes, I ha' been. 
-Lucin.” Pſha ! why did not you ſay ſo at once ? 
Hodge. Ay, but I have had a main tireſome jaunt 


en 't for ſhe is but a forry. jade at beſt- 
2 | Lucin, 


% 
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Lucin. Well, well did you ſee Mr. Euſtace, and + 
-have you | 


what did he ſay to you come quick- 
e'er a letter 

Hodge. Yes, he gave me a letter, if I ha' na' Toft it. 
 Lucin. Loſt it man! 

Hidge. Nay, nay, have a bit of patience, al 
you are always in ſuch a hurry (rammaging bis pockets) I 
put it ſomewhere in this waiſtcoat pocket. Oh here it is. 

Lucin. So, give it me. (reads the letter to herſelf) 

Hodge. Lord a mercy ! how my arm achs with 
beating that plaguy beaſt, I'll be hang d if I won' na- 
rather ha' thraſh'd half a day, than ha' ridden her. 
TLTucin. Well Hodge, you have done your buſineſs 

very well, | 
Hodge. Well, have not I now? 


- 


Lucin. Yes, Mr. Euſtace tells me in this letter, that 


; he will be in the green lane at the other end of the vil- 
lage, by twelve o'clock You know where he came 
before. 


Haage. Ay ay. 


Lucin, Well, you muſt go there; and wait "ill he 
arrives; and watch your opportunity to introduce him 


acroſs the fields, i into the hoſe ſummer-houſe, on the * 
fide of the garden. ä 
Hodge. That's enough. 
Lucin. But take particular care that Eng ſees you, 
Hodge. I warrant you. 
Tucin. Nor for your life _ a word of it © 
Several: —. 
Hodge, Never fear me* 
- ac. And Hodge--— 
1 1 5 | - 
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Hodge. Well, well, ſay no more, 
Sure you told me before; 
1 know the full length of my tether ; 
Do you think I'm a fool, 


That I need go to ſchosl ? 
T can ſpell you and put you together, 


BOY $i A word to the wiſe, 
Will always ſuffe, 
* Madſmgers go talk to your parret 
Pm nat ſuch an elf, 
Though I ſay it myſelf, | . 
But I know a ſheep's head from a carrot. 
Fra N 4 "xk 
S CE N E. VIII. „ne 
LUCINDA. 


How ſevere is my caſe ? here am I obliged to carry 
on a clandeſtine correſpondence with a man in all reſ- 
pects my equal, becauſe the oddity of my father's tem- 
per is ſuch, that I dare not tell him, I have ever yet ſeen 

the perſon I ſhould like to marry——But hold——js 
not the blame his then when princes are oppreſſive 
in their government, ſubjects have a right to aſſert thei, 
liberty perh aps my father has quality in his eye, and 
hopes one day or other, as I am his only child, to match 
me with an earl or a duke——yain imagination! 


r "YR. 


_—— 


pou * your word Hedge 5 
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AIR. XII. 
Cupid god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Tale the helpleſs lover's part; 


Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion, 
To reward a faithful heart. 


FJiuſily thoſe we tyrants call, 
ho the body would enthral ; © 
Tyrants of more cruel kind, 


Thoſe who would enflave the mind. 


What is grandeur ? foe to el; 
Cbilaiſd mummery at beſt ; 
Happy Tin humble fate, 

Catch ye fools, the glitt ring bait. 


SCENE. IX. 


A field with a flile. Enter HoDce, follnued by Max- 
GERY, and in ſome time after, enter young ME avows. 


Hodge. What does the wench follow me for ? Odds 
fleſh, folk may well talk, to ſee you dangling after me 
every where, like a tantony pig; find ſome other road, 
can't you, and don't keep wherreting me with your non- 
ſenſe. 

Marg. Nay pray you Hedge ſtay, 5 let me 3 
to you a bit. 

Hodge. Well; what ſayn you? 

Marg. Dear heart, how can you be ſo barbatous ? 


and is this the way you ſerve me after all! and wont 


H. odg e. 
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Hodge. "Ry no I wont, I tell you 3 3 I have chang'd 
my mind. 

Marg. Nay but ſurely, ' ſure! y——Confider Hodge, 
you are obligated i in eee to make me an honeſt 
woman. 

Hodge. Obligated in conſeience, how am | ligated: ? 

Marg. Becauſe you are: and none but the baſeſt of 
rogues wou'd bring a poor girl to ſhame, and after- 
wards leave her to the wide world. 

Hodge. Bring you to ſhame, don't make me ſpeak 
. Madge, don't make me ſpeak. 

Marg. Yes do, ſpeak your worſt. 

Hodge. Why then if you go to chat, you were fain 
to leave your own village down in the Weſt, for a baſ- 
tard you had by the clerk of the pariſh, and Fl bring 
the man ſhall ſay it to your face. | 

Marg. No no Hodge, tis no ſuch a thing, "tis a 
baſe lie of farmer Ploughſhare' Bat I know what 
makes you falſe hearted to me, that you may keep 


company with young madam's. waiting woman, and I 
am ſure ſhe's no fit body for a poor man's wife. 


Hodge. How ſhou'd you know what ſhe's fit for, 
ſhe's fit for as much as you mayhap, don't find fault, 
with your betters Madge. ( ſceing young Meadows) Oh ! 
maſter Thomas, I have a word or two to ſay to you; 
pray did not you go down the village one day laſt week 
with à baſket of ſomewhat upon your ſhoulder ? 

Y. Meadows. Well and what then? | 
Hage. Nay not much, only the Oftler at the Green- 
man was faying as how there was a paſſenger at their 
-houſe as ſee d you go by: and ſaid he know'd you; and 


ax t à mort of queſtions.—80 I thought I'd tell you 
N . Meadows 


A-COMIC OPERA ug 


Y. Meadaws. The devil! aſk queſtions about me, 
I know nobody in this part of the country, there muſt 
be ſome miſtake in i. Come hither Hoage. 5 They 
wall off diſcourſmg) 
Marg. A naſty . fellow, to uſe me at this 
rate, after being to him as I have Well well, I wiſh 
all poor girls, wou'd take warning by my miſhap, and 
never have nothing to ſay to none of them. 


ATR. XII. 


How happy were my days till now, 
Ie er did ſorrow feel; 
I reſe with joy to milk my cou, | 
Or take my ſpinning wheel, _ 3 


1 heart was kgbter than a fy, 
"Like any bird I fung, 

| Til be pretended love, and I, 
Believed his flatt ring tongue, 


| 
Ob the fool, the ſilly, filly fool, & 

mo trufts what man may be 5 
Aa 1 wiſh I was a maid again, 


mn country. 


Da SCENE, 


*. 


2% LOVE IN A VILLAGE: 


SCENE: X. 


A green with the proſpect of a village, and the repreſenta» 
tion of a flatute or fair. Enter Fuſtice Woopcock, 
HAWTHORN, rs. DzBoRan Woopcock, Lu- 

CINDA, RossETTA, Young MEA DOws, Hopor, 
and ſroeral Country People. 


Hodge. This way, your worſhip, this way ! Why 
don't you ſtand aſide ret here's 8 his worſhip a 
coming. | 


Countryman. His worſhip ! . 

J. Woodcock. Fye, fye; what a crowd's Als; old, 
T'll put ſome of them in the ſtocks ( friking a fellow) 
| ſtand out of the way, ſirrah. 
| Hawth. For ſhame, neighbour, - Well, - my lad, 
are you willing to ſerve the king N 

Cauntryman. Why can you liſt ma? Serve the king, 


maſter ! no, no, I pay the king, that's enough for me, 
Ho, ho, ho! 


Hawth. Well ſaid, ſturdy- boots. N 

J. Moodcoct. Nay, if you talk 1 them, they'll 
anſwer you. | 

Hawth. I would have them do ſo, I like they ſhould, 

—Well, madam, is not this a fine ſight ? I did not 
know my neighbour's eſtate had been ſo well peopled.— 
Are*all theſe his own tenants ? 

Mrs. Deb. More than are good of them, Mr. Haw- 
thorn, I don't like to ſee ſuch a parcel of Tg huſſeys 
fleering with the fellows. 

* Hatt. There's a laſs (beckoning a country girl) come 


| 2 hither my " maid} What brings you here? 
” 2 


* S * 
7 1 
* — — — — 
— — 
* 


ctucting : 


1 
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(chucking ber under the chin) Do you come to look for a 
ſervice. 


C. Girl. Ves, an 't pleaſe you. 

Hawth. Well, and what place are you for: 3 

C. Girl. All work, an't pleaſe you. 

J. Moodcoch. Ay, ay, I _ t doubt it; any work 
you'l] put her to. 

Mrs. Deb. She looks like a brazen one. Go huſſey. 

 Hawth, Here's another ( catching a girl that goes by) 


What health, what bloom This is nature's work; 


no art, no daubing. Don't be aſhamed, child; thoſe 


, cheeks of thine are enough to put a whole drawing- 
. room out of countenance. | 


* - 


AIR XIV. 


The court; and the city, fine folk may extol, 
| Where beauties, all. ſhining, a paradiſe male; 
But ſhew me the belles, at a play or a ball, 
To equal the laſs at a fair, or a wake. 
Behold, in a garden, the roſes-new blown, 
Such freſhneſs ſmiles here upon every face; 
While flow'rs in a chimney, your fair ones in town, 
Look wither'd, and bear the dark hue of the place. 


. 9 
0 


SCENE 
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SCENE X. 


Juſtice ,\ Woopcock, ren, Lucix pA, Ros- 
SET TA,, Young MEapows, HopGe,, and men and 
women ſervants, - \ 


The gut ſcrapers are here, and ſome among them are 
going to ſing and dance. - Why there's not the likes of 
our ſtatute, mun, in five counties; ; others are but fools 
WAKE i. | | 
Servant man. Gome 3 people, make a ring, and 
ſtand out, fellow-ſervants, as many of you as are wil 


ling, and able to bear a bob: we'll let my maſters and 


miſtreſſes dee we can do ſomething, at leaſt; if they 
won't hire us it ſhan't be — 80e up the Ser- 
vants Medley. 


AIR xv. | 
4 GARDRNER. 


| Theſe who in gardens take delight, 
LHitend to what I ſay, 
To pleaſure you, with main and might, | 
Fl labour every day. | | 
41 fort of gardener- craft I know, 

Though it be ne er fo nice; 

. Wi th me your fruits and flowers ſhall grow, 
As "twere in * ie. 


Housx- | 


Hedge. Now your honours. now the ſport will come. 


J Fo ed, Sn Be8 =o e 
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HousE-MAID. 
I pray ye, gentles, lift to me, 
Pm young, aud ſirong, and clean to LT 
PII not turn tail to any ſhe . 
For work, that's in the county; 
Of all your houſe the charge 1 take, 
T waſh, I ſcrub, I brew, I bake, 1 
And more can do, than here Il ſpeak, 
Depending on your bounty, 


HuNTsSMAN» 


A Huntſman I am, with a merry ton'd horn, 


Come here in the ſearch of a place ; 


23 


[Hark away, jolly ſportſmen, Pli rouſe you each morn 


& 


To enjoy the delights of the chaſe—my brave boys. 


LANDRY-MAID. 


I for your Landry you deſire 

. ff ſober, cargful girl to hire, 
I dare be bound, your linen all 
To get up neat, both great and ſmall; 
1 would not brag but where I might; 
No driven ſnow ſhall be more white. 


8 _— x At 
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FoorMAx. 
: Behold à Blade, who knows his trade 
In chamber, hall, and entry ; | 
And what tho here, I now appear, 
Tue ſerv'd the beſt of gentry. 
A footman would you have, 
I can dreſs, and comb, and ſhave 
For I a handy lad am, | 
On a meſſage I can go, 
And flip a billet-deux, 
With your humble ſervant, madam. 


Cook MAD. 


IV/ho wants a good cool, xy hand they muſt croſs, 
For plain wholeſome diſhes Im ne er at a loſs ;; 


Aud whatare your ſoups, your ragouts, and your ſauce, 


'Compar'd to the fare of old England, &c. _ 

PT | \ 

GROOM. | | 

Clear the courſe, my boys, clear, the courſe, and make roomy 

Ye gents of the turf, have you need of #. groom ? 

Let me ride your match, and you'll certainly win, 
PII teach * to take the knowing: ones in. 


* 


ah. * 
Daizymarp. 


To prove the market be'nt afraid, 
In me you'll find a Dairymaid, - 
A batè er you can expect her; 
Tove often had the place before, 
And always gave content, and more, 
Can have a good charackter. 


= 


CAR TIR. 
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CARTER. 
If you want a young man, with a true honeft heart, 


N ho knows how to manage a plough and à cart, 
Here's one for your purpoſe, come take me and try; 
You'll ſay you ne er met with a better nor I, 

| Ge ho Dobbin, Fc. 


CHOR U 8. 

2 My maſters and miſtreſſes hither repair, 

What ſervants you want you will find in our fair ; 
Mien and maids fit for all forts of ſtations there be 1 
And, as for the wages, we ſban't diſagree. 


33 
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Aga 


e 
ACT u. SCENE I. 


i parlour in juſtice Woopcock's bouſe. ; 


Wee „Eve raer in a A 
: fs. 


FELL, am not I a bold adventurer, to 
bring you into my father's houſe at noon- 
day! ? though, to ſay the truth, we are ſafer here than in 
the garden; for there js not a human creature under the 
roof beſide ourſelves.  _ - A 

Euft. Then why not put our ſcheme into execution 
this moment? I have a poſt-chaiſe ready 
© Lucin. Fie! how can you talk ſo lightly b I proteſt I 
am afraid to have any thing to do with you; your 
paſſion ſeems too much founded on appetite; and my 
aunt Deborah ſays - __ 

Euft. What ! by all the zapture try Teart now feels— — 

Luc. Oh. to de ſure, promiſe and vow ; it ſounds 
deni, and never fails t0 impoſe ” wks fond female. 


— AIR XVI. 
Me women like weak indians trade, 
Whoſe judgment, tinſel ſhew decoys 5 
Dußes to our folly we are made, 
While artful man the gain enjoys: 
| We give our treaſure to be paid; 
1 4 — Poor return in 1285 


| Lucin, 


Euft. 


ids 
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Eujt. Well, I ſee you have a mind, to divert yourſelf 
with me; but I wiſh I could prevail on you to be a 


little ſerious. of 


Lucin. Seriouſly then, what as you at me 
to ſay? I have promiſed to run away with you z which 


is as great a conceſſion, as any reaſonable lover can ex- 


peR from his miſtreſs. 

Euſt. Yes, but you dear provoking angel, you have 
not told me, when you will run away with me, 

Lucin. Why, that I confeſs requires ſome conſidera- 
tion. 

Euft. Yet remember, while you are deliberating, the 
ſeaſon, now ſo favourable to us, may elapſe, never to 
return. 1 3 

| AIR. XVII. 
Think my faireſt haw delay, 
Danger ev'ry moment brings 
Time flies fwift, and will away ; 
Time that's ever on it's wings: 
| Doubting, and ſuſpence, at beſt, 
Lover's late repentance coſt; 
Let us, eager to be bleſt, 
Sieze occaſion ter tis 2. 


: 
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SCENE. II. 


LucinDaA, "Egrracs, Fuflice Woopcock, Mrs, 
| DBox AH Woopcock. 


5 WWoodeock. Why, here is nothing in the world in 
this houſe but catter-wawling from morning till night, 
nothing but calter-wawling, Hoity —_ ! who * 
we here? 

Lucin. My father and my aunt ! 

Eu. The Devil, what ſhall we do ? 

Lucin, Take no notice af them, only obſerve me, 7 
( ſpeaks aloud to Euftace ) upon my word fir, I don't know 
what to ſay to it, unleſs the juſtice was at home; he is 
juſt ſtepped 1 into the village with ſome company, but if i 


ese 


turn, ( * to fe: the 22 2 Oh! fir, here is my 
papa 

J. Woodcock. Wan is your papa nuſſey! | who's this 
you have 850 with you ? hark you firrah, who are you, 
ye dog? and/ what's your buſineſs here? | 

Euft. Sir, this a language I am not uſed to. 

J. Waodeack. Don't anſwer me you raſcal — I am a 
Juſtice of peace, and if I hear a word out of your mouth, 
I'll ſend you to jail, for all your laced hat. 

Mrs. Deb. Send him to jail brother, that's right. 

J. Waedcack. And how do you know it's right? how 
ſhould you know any thipg's right? diſter Deborah you 
are never in the right. | : 

Ars. Deb. Brother this is the man I have been tell- 

ing you about fo long. 


J. as What man, goody wiſeacre? 
M.. Paz. 
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Mrs. Deb. Why, the man your daughter has an in- 
trigue with, but I hope you will not believe it now, 
though you ſee it with your on eyes. — Come huſſey 
confeſs, and don't let your father make a fool of himſelf 
any longer. 

Lucin, Confeſs what une? this gentleman is a mulic 
maſter, he goes about the country teaching ladies to 
play and ſing; and has been recommended to inſtruct 
me; I could not turn him out when he came to offer 
his ſervice, and did not know what anſwer- to give him 
*till 1 ſaw my papa. | 

YT; TVeodecack. A muſic maſter ? 
Euſßt. Yes Sir, that's my profeſſion. 
Mrs. Deb. It's a lye young man, it's a lye ; brother, 


he is no more a muſic maſter, than I am a muſic maſter. 


F. Woodcock, What then you know better than the 


fellow himſelf, do you ? and you will be wiſer than all 
the world ? 

Mrs. Deb. Brother, he does wot look like a muſic 
maſter. 

F. Woodcock, He does not look ha, kW ha, was 
ever ſuch a poor ſtupe, well, and what does he look like 
then ? but I ſuppoſe you mean, he is not dreſſed like a 
muſic maſter, becauſe of his ruffles, and this bit of gar- 
niſhing about his coat, which ſeems to be copper too; 
why you filly wretch, theſe whipperfnappers ſet up for 
gentlemen now a-days, and give themſelves as many 
airs, as i? they were people of quality.—Hark you friend, 


I ſuppoſe you don't come within the vagrant act, you 


have ſome ſettled habitation ; —Where do you live ? 


Mrs. Deb. It's an eaſy matter for him to tell you 2 


wrong place. 


J. Moodcoch. Siſter Detarah don't provoke me. 
| Ars. Deb. 


- —_— 
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- Mrs. Deb. 1 wiſh brother you would let me examine. 


him a little. 


J. Woodcock. You man- t ſay a word to him, you 


| ſhan't ſay a word to him. 


Mrs. Deb. She ſays he was recommended here bro- 
ther, aſk him by whom? . 

J. Woodcock. No I won't now, becauſe you kr it. 

Lucin, If my papa did aſk the queſtion aunt, it would 


be very eaſily reſolved — 


Mrs. Deb. Who bid you ſpeak Mrs. Nimble Chops, 
I ſuppoſe the man has a tongue in his _ to anſwer for 
himſelf. 

F. Moodlocl. Win no body ſtop Fr pratinſy ol | 


' woman's mouth for me, get out of the room, 


Mrs. Deb. Well, fo I can brother, I don't want to 
ſtay, but remember I tell you; you will make yourſelf 
ridiculqus in this affair, for through your own obſtinacys ö 
you will have your _—_ run e with before your 

JF IVoadeack. My daughter! "wha will run away with | 
my daughter | 1 

Mrs. Deb. That fellow will. 


8 IWondegch. Go, go, you are a wicked cenſorious £ 


woman. 


'Lucin. Why, ſure madam you muſt Mink me N 
coming indeed. 

J. Wandeock. Ay, ſhe judges of others by herſelf; 1 
remember when ſhe was a girl, her mother dare not 


tiruſt her the length of her apron ftring, ſhe was clam - 
bering upon every fellows back. | 


Mrs. Deb. I was not. 
J. Waodcock. You were. | 
Lin. Well, but why ſo violent. 


AIR. 
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A I. R. XVII. | | 0 { 


F you rave thus and rant, Pa: 
You'll never a lover perſuade 3 

| De men till all fp | 
A | = Aud leave you te die, | Y 
Oh, terrible chance / an old maid — ü | | | 
1 
| 


. How happy the laſs, 
Mut ſbe come to this paſs, 
Who antient virginity 8 : 
*Twere better on earth, 
HFave free brats at a birth 
* Then in hell be a leader of apes. 1 


4 Deb. You are an mmpudent lut. | | 


SCENE Mc, 1 


Jufic Woepcocx, LucixpA, EusrAck. 


J. Moodcoct. Well done Lucy, ſend her about her 
buſineſs, a troubleſome fooliſh creature; does ſhe think 
I want to be directed by her ; Come hither TX __ 
you look tolerably honeſt — _ : 

Euft. J hope fir, I ſhall never give you cauſe to alter 
your opinion 

J. Moodroct. No, no, I am not eaſily Sad I am 
generally pretty right in my conjectures; — You muſt 
know, I had once a little notion of muſic myſelf, and 
learned upon the fiddle; I could play the trumpet 


minuet and buttered praſe, and two or three tunes. I 
| | remember 
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amended when I was in London, about thirty years 


us: a droll fiſh ! but tis an old thing, I dare ſwear 1 yon 


orders; then * toity, 22 
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ago, there was a ſong, a great favourite at our club at 
Nando's coffee-houſe; Jack Pickle uſed to ſing it fot 


have heard it often, 


4 IR XVIII. 


When I felled 4 laſs that was forward and fby, 
Oh! I fluck to her fluff, till I made her temply 3 
Oh ! I took her fo lruingly round the waiſt. 
And I ſmack'd her lips, and I held her faſt : 
pen bugged and ball d \ 
She ſquealed and ſquall'd; — 5 
But though ſhe vou d all I did was in vain, 
Det I pleas'd her ſo well, that ſhe bore it again. 
Than hoity toity, © 5 
Miſting, firiſking, © 
Green was her gown upon the graſs: 


Oh ! ſuch-were the joys of our dancing days. 


Eufli Very well ſir, upon my word. 
J. Moodesci. No no, I forget all thoſe things now, 
but I could do a little at them once; Well ſtay and eat 


. your dinner, and we'll talk about your teaching the 


girl : — Lucy, take your maſter to your ſpinnet, and 
ſhew him what you can do —1 muſt 89 and give ſome 


SCENE 


7 
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SCENE. IV. 


LUCINDA, Eus rack. | 


Lucin. My ſweet, pretty papa, your moſt obedient | 


humble ſervant, hah, hah, hah ! was ever ſo whimſical 
an accident! well fir, what do you think of this | ? 
ut. Think of it! I am in a maze. 

Lucin. O your aukwardneſs | I was frightened out of 
my wits, left you ſhould not take the hint l and if 1 
| had not turned matters ſo cleverly, we ſhould have 

been utterly undone. 


Evuft. *Sdeath ! why would. you bring me into the 


houſe ? we could expect nothing elſe ; beſides, ſince they 
did ſurprize us, it would have been better tc to have __ 
| covered the truth, | 

Lucan. Yes, and never have ſeen one another after- 
wards. I know my father better than you do; he has 
taken it into- his head, I have no inclination for a 
huſband, and let He tell you, that is our beſt ſecurity 
for if once he has ſaid a thing, he will not be  ealily per- 
ſuaded to the contrary. 

_ Euft. And pray, what am I'to do n 

Lutin, Why, as L think all danger is . well over, 
fince he has invited you to dinner with him, ſtay, only 
be cautious of your behaviour; and in the mean nes 
' will conſider what is next to be done. 

Euſt. Had not I better go to your father: 

Lucin. Do ſo, while I endeavour to recover myſelf 4 
little, out of the flurry this affair has put me in. 
 -Euft. Well, but what ſort of a parting is this, with- 
out ſo much as your ſervant, or good by to you; 
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No ceremony at all? can you afford me no token to keep 
up my ſpirits till I ſee you again. 

Lucin, Ah childiſh! 

Euſt. My angel! 


AIR. XIX. 


Euſt. Let rakes and libertines reſign'd, 
| 70 ſenſual pleaſures range; 


| |, Here all the ſexes charms I find, 


And ne er can cool, or change. 


Lucin. Let vain coguets, and prudes conceal, 
What moſt their hearts deſire; 
With pride my paſſton I reveal, 
Oh! may it ne er expire. 


Both. The ſun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread it's light, 
The jtars their orbits-leave ; 
And fair creation, ſink in night, 
When I my dear deceive. 
X 


SCENE: VI. 
Changes to the garden. 


Enter Ross E TTA miſing. 


Roff. If ever poor creature was in a pitiable condition, 


ſurely I am. The devil take this fellow, I cannot get 


him out of my head, and yet I would fain perſuade 
myſelf I don't care for him: well, but ſurely I am not 
in love, let me examine my heart a little: I ſaw him 
kiſling one of the maids the other day; I could have 
boxed his ears for it, and have done nothing but find 
fault and quarrel with the girl ever ſince. Why was I 

; uneaſy 


— 


* 
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uneaſy at his toying with another woman? what was it to 

me? Then I dream of him almoſt every night but that 

may proceed from his being generally uppermolt in my 

thoughts all day; — Oh! worſe and worſe ! — Well, 

he is certainly a pretty lad, he has ſomething uncom- 
mon about him, conſidering his rank : and now let me 
only put the caſe, if he was not a ſervant, would I, or 

would I not, prefer him to all the men I ever ſaw ? 

Why, to be ſure, if he was not a ſervant. — In ſhort, 

I'll aſk myſelt no more queſtions, for, the farther I 

examine, the leſs reaſon, I ſhall have to be ſitisfied. 


AIR. XX. 
How bleſid the maid, whoſe boſom, 
No head-flrong paſſion knows ; 
Her days in joys ſhe paſses, 
Her nights in calm repoſe. 
Where &er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no fear invades her, 
But pleaſure, 
Maitbout meaſure, 
From ev'ry object flows. 


SCENE VI. 


Younc MEapows and RossETTA. 


Y. Meadrws. Do you come into the garden, Mrs. 
Roſſetta, to put my lilies and roſes out of countenance ; 
or to ſave me the trouble of watering my flowers, by 
reviving them? The ſun ſtems to have hid himſelf a lit- 

le, to give you an opportunity of ſupplying his place. 
1 3 - Ro. 
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Roſſ.. Where could he get that now? ** never my 


it in the academy of compliments. 


Y. Meadows, Come don't affect to treat me with 


contempt; I can fuffer any thing better than that: in 
ſhort love you; there is no more to be ſaid ; I am an- 


gry with myſelf | for it, and ftrive all I can e it; 
ah in ſpite of . I love you. "ER 


AIR. XXI. 


ts ouin I ery at aff. 5 5 
To plack the venon'd ſhaft 65 9 7 
That wrankles i in my heart; 
Deep in rhe ber * d, and Bound, 
My efforts but enlarge the wound, | 
And fiercer make the ſmart. 


Ref. Really Mr. Thomas, this is very improper lan- 
guage, it is what J don't underſtand ; 10 can't ſuffer it, 


and in ſhort, I don? t. like it. 
Y. Meadows. Perhaps you don't like me. 


Rosl. Well, perhaps [ don't. 

Y. Meadows. Nay, but 'tis not ſo: come, confeſs 
you love me. | 

Ref. Confefs ! indeed I ſhall confeſs-no fuck thing; 
beſides, to what purpoſe ſhould I conſeſs it. 

T. Meadows. Why as you fay I don't know to what 
purpoſe, only it would co 2 ſatisfaction to me to hear 
you ſay ſo; that's all. 

Rofſ. Why if I did love you, I can altre you, 


you wou d never be the better for it. Women 


are apt enough to be weak, we cannot always an- 
ſwer for our inclinations but it is in our power not 


td give way to them; and if J was ſo filly; 1 ſay, if 1 
WA 
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was ſo indiſcreet, which I hope I am not, as to enter- 
tain an improper regard, when people's circumitancey 
are quite unſuitable, and there are obſtacles 1 in the way 
that canndt be ſurmounted—— _ 

F. Meadows, Oh ! to be ſure, Mrs. Roſetta, to be 
ſure, you are entirely in the right of t——I——know 
very-well; you and I can never come together. 

Rag. Well then, ſince that is the caſe, as I aſſure 
you it is, I think we had better behave accordingly. 
' Y. Meadows, Suppoſe we make a bargain then, 


never to ſpeak to one another any more ? 
Rolf. Wich all my heart. 


Y. Meadows. Nor look at, nor, if e think of 
one another. 


Rofj. J am very willing. 

Y. Meadows. And as long as we ſtay in the houſe 
together, after this day, never to take any notice. 

R. It is the beſt way. 

* A deer it is— Well, Mrs. Efe. 

— „ Þ Ne, a. 

Roſſ. Be gone I agree, 

5 From this moment we're free, 
Already the matter Poe ſworn; 5 
Y. Mead. Yet let me complain. TEE 

be ſates that ordam, | 
A tryal fo hard to be born. 
RNoſſ. ben things are but fit, 
= Ie fhould calmly ſubmit, 
Vo cure in reluclance we find ; 
Y. Mead, Then thus J obey, 
| Tear your image away, 
And barifh you quite from my. RE 
Roſſetta 
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| Rofſ., Well, now I think I am ſomewhat eaſier; I 
am glad I have come to this explanation with him, be- 
cauſe it puts an end to things at once. 

Y. Meadrws. Hold Mrs Raſſetta, pray ſtay a mo- 
ment——the airs tkis girl gives herſelf are intolerable : 
I find now the cauſe of her behaviour, ſhe deſpiſes the 
meanneſs of my condition, thinking a gardener, below 
the notice of a lady's waiting woman: Sdeath! 'I have 
a good mind to diſcover myſelf to her. 

R/. He ſeems in a brown ſtudy, poor wretch ! I 
believe he is heartily mortified, but J muſt not pity 
him. 1 
- Y. Meadnus. It ſhall be fo, I will diſcover myſelf 
to her, and leave the houfe directly Mrs. Roſſetta. 
| (farting back) Pox on it, yonder's the juſtice come 
into the garden—— 

Ro. Oh lord he will walk ond this way, pray 
go about your buſineſs, I would not for the world 
he ſhou'd ſee us together. 

T. Meadirws. The devil take bim; he's gone Rees 
the parterre, and can't hobble here this half-hour, 
I muſt and will have a little converſation with you. 

Rofſ. Some other time. 

. Meadows This evening, in the green-houſe at the 
lower end of the canal, I have ſome thing tocommuni- 


cate to you of importance. Will, you meet me there. 
| Rofſ. Meet you! 
T. Meadnus. Ay, I have a fret to tell yau, and I 
ſwear from that moment, there ſhall be an end of every 
thing betwixt us. 


. Roſoetty 


| * 


(locking about) how do you do Reſſettal. 
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Rofſ, Well, well, pray leave me now. 

Y. Meadows. You'll come then, 

R/. I don't know, perhaps I mays 

T. Meadows. Nay but pro 

Roſ. What ſignifies 3 may break my pro- 
miſe, but I tell you I will. 

Y. Meadows. Enough—Yet before I leave you, let 


me deſire you to believe I love you more than ever man 
loved woman, and that whenl relinquiſh you, I give up 


all that can make my life ſupportable. 
| AIR. XXIII. 
Oh ! how ſhall I in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell; 
Or form my falt ring tongue to ſpeak, 
That cruel word, farewell ! 
Farewell but know tho thus we part, 
My thoughts can never tray: 
Go where [ will, my conſtant heart, 
Muſi with my charmer lay. 
"SC WK... VIII. 
RossE TTA, Juſtice Woopcock. 
Rogj. What can this be that he wants to tell me, I 


have a ſtrange curioſity to hear it me thinks—well-— 


J. Woodcock. Hem : hem: Roſcetta | 

Roſe, So, I thought the devil would throw him in 
my way, now for a an of a different kind, but 
I'll give him a ſurfeit did you call me Sir? 

J. Woodcock. Ay, where are you running ſo faſt ? 

Raf. 1 was only going into the houſe Sir. | 

J. Moodcoch. Well but come here; come here I fay 


Ref 
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Ro. Thank you Sir, pretty well, 
FJ. Woodcock. Why, you look as freſh * bloomy 
to day Adad you little ſlut I believe you are painted. 
Rofſ. Oh ! Sir, you are pleaſed to compliment. 
7. Waedcack, Adad I believe you are—let me 2 
Rofſ. Lord Sir? 
F. MN vodcocl. What brings vou Ita this dude fo 
often Roſſetta? I hope you. don't get eating green fruit 
and traſh; or have you a bankering after ſome lover in 
dowlas, who ſpoils my trees by engraving truelovers 
knots on them, with your horn, and buck-handled knives ? 
I ſee your name written upon the cieling of the ſervants 
hall, with the ſmoak of a candle; and I fuſpet—— 
Roſs. Not me I hope Sir No Sir, I am of ano- 
ther gueſs mind I affuce you; for I have heard obs men 
are ſo falſe and fickle | 
1 J. Waodcock. Ay, that's your Aanting idle young fel⸗ 


lows ; fo they are; and they are fo damm'd impudent, 
I wonder a woman "will have any thing to ſay to them; 


beſides; all that they want, i: iS ſomething to brag of, 
and tell again. 

Roſs. Why, Town Sir, if ever I was to make a flip 
it ſhould be with an elderly eee ſeventy 
or ſeverty- five years of age. 

J. Woodcock. No, child, that's out of n ; tho N 

I hive known many a man turned of . with a 
hale conſtitution 

Ro. Then, fir, he ſhould de troubled TE the mk, | 
have a good ftrong, ſubſtantial winter cough— and I 
ſhould not like him the WOW IE he had a ſmall 
ol the rheumatiſm. 

— Noodcoch. Pho, pho, Rofſetha, this is ceſling. 


— | „ 1 he. 


A CM Ile OPERA; as 
Rf. No, fir, every body has their taſte, and [I have 


mine. 


J. Moodcocł. Well, but Roſſetta, have you thought 
of what I was ſaying to you ? 


Rofſ. What was it, fit? | 

J. Moodcocth. Ah! you know, _ know, well 
enough, hufley. 

Raſſ. Dear fir, conſider my fails would you have 
me endanger my ſoul] ? 

J. Woodcock. No, no——Repent. | | 

Roſs. Beſides, fir, conſider, what has a poor ſervant 
to depend on but her character? And I have heard you 
gentlemen will talk one thing before, and another 
after. | 

T Woodeock. I tell you again, theſe are the idle, flaſhy 


young dogs; but when you have to do with a Raid, 
ſober man 


Kea. And a magiſtrate ! fir, 


— Woodcock. Right, it's quite a different thing.— 
Well, ſhall we Roſetta, ſhall we? 


Neo. Really, fir, 1 don't know what to - to it; 


* 1 R XXIV. 


Young 1 an, and fare aft: 

Feud you hurt a harmleſs maid ? % 
Lead an innocent aſtray? 0 oO 
Tempt me not, kind ſir, I pray. 

Men too often: we believe, 
And ſbou d you my faith decerves - 

Ruin firſt, and then forſake, © » 

Sure my tender heart wauld Rk PIE 

G F. 2 
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| J. Woodcock, Wie = wy girl, I won't do you any 
harm. 

Rofſ, Won't you, fir ? 

Ws Wandcock. Not I. 

 Rofſ. But won't you, indeed, fir? 

J. Woodcock, Why I tell you 1 won't. 

Roſſ. Ha, ha, ha. 

J. Moodcoct. Huſſey, huſſey. | 

Roſfſ. Ha, ha, ha!—Your ſervant, fir, your Errants | 

F. Woodcock, Why you impudent, audacious—— 


87 SCE N E. + om 
Juſtice Woopcock, HawTHoRN. 


Hawth, So, fo, juſtice, at odds with gravity ! his 
worſhip playing a game at romps !—Your ſervant, ire. 

F. WWoideock, Hah: friend Hawthorn ! | . 

Haw th. 1 hope I don't ſpoil ſport, neighbour: 1 
thought I had the glympſe of a petticoat as I came in 
here. 

J. Woodcock, Oh! the maid. Ay, ſhe has been ga- 
thering a ſallad.— But come hither, maſter Hawthorn, 
and I'll ſhew you ſome alterations I intend to make in 
my garden; how do you like my haha, have Not I 
brought the country finely in ? 

Hawth. Pho, pho, I am no judge of it * 1 
want to talk to you a little more about this Tell me, 
ſir juſtice, were you helping your maid to gather a 
ſallad here, or conſulting her taſte in your improve- 
ments, eh?— Ha, ha, ha!—Let me ſee; all among 
the roſes! egad, I like your notion: but you look a 
little blank upon it: you are aſſiamed of the buſineſs, 


then, are you? 
_ AIR 
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AIR XXV. | 
Oons ! neighbour, neer bluſh for a trifle like this; 
What harm with a fair one to toy and to hiſs? 
The greateſt and graveſi—a truce with grimate— 
Would do the ſame thing, were they in the ſame Place. 
No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free; 
Te ſovereign beauty mankind bend the knee : 


That power, reſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe - 
Ft all love a pretty girl-——under the roſe, 


J. Woodcock. I profeſs, maſter Hawthorn, this is all 


Indian, all Cherokee language to me; I don't under- 
ſtand a word of it. 

Hawth. No, may be not: well, fir, will you read 
this letter, and try whether you can underſtand that: 
it is juſt brought by a ſervant, who Rays for an anſwer. 

J. I bodcoct. A letter, and to me ! (taking the letter) 
Yes, it is to me; and yet I am ſure it comes from no 
correſpondent. Where are my ſpectacles? not but I 
can ſee very well without them, maſter ZHawthorn ; but 
this ſeems to be a fort of a crabbed hand (reads the 
letter), | 

1 

J am aſhamed of giving you this trouble, partly ; but 1 
am informed there is an unthinking boy, a ſon of mine, 
now diſguiſed, and in your ſervice, in the capacity of 4 
gardener : Tom is a little wild, but an honeſt lad, and na 
fool either, thi' I am his father that ſay it. Tom,—ohy 
this is Thomas, our gardener; I always thought that he 
was a better man's child than he appeared to be, though 
I neyer mentioned it. 


= - Hawth, 


N 
1 
| 
| 
= . 
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Hawth. Well, well fir; ; pray let's hear the reſt of 
the letter. 

J. Moodcoct. Stay, "Ry is the FTI ? 1 am come in 
queſt of my runaway, and write this at an inn in your 
vllage, while I am ſwallowing a morſel of dinner : becauſe, 
not having the pleaſure of your acquaintance, I did not care 
to intrude, without giving you notice (whoever this perſon 
is, he underſtands good manners). I beg leave to wait 
on you, fir ; but deſire you would keep my arrival a Ferrat 
particularly from the young man. 


WILLIAM 88 


I'll aſſure you, a very well warded, civil letter. Do 


you know any wy of the perſon who writes it, neigh- 


bour ? 
 * Hawth. Let me conſider—Meadnovs—By dad I bes 
lieve it is fir William Meadows, of Northamptonſhire ; 
and, now TI remember, I heard, ſome time ago, that 
the heir of that family had abſconded, on account of a 
marriage that was diſagreeable to him. It is a good 
many years ſince I have ſeen far William, but we were 
once yell acquainted and, if you pleaſe, fir, : will 
go and conduct him up to the houſe, 

J. Woodcock, Do fo, maſter Hawthorn, do ſo.— 


But, pray what ſort of a man is this fir Wi illiam Mea- 


dows, is he a wiſe man! : 
Hqwth, There is no occaſion for a man that has five 


thouſand pounds a year to be a conjurer ; but. I ſuppoſe 
you aſk that queſtion becauſe of this ſtory about his ſon ; 


taking i it for granted, xhat wiſe parents make wiſe chil. 
12 4 | 


J. Woods 
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. IVaodcock, No doubt of it, maſter Hawthorn, na 
doubt of it.—I warrant we ſhall find, now, that this 
young raſcal has fallen in love with ſome minx, againſt 
his father's conſent, ——W hy, ſir, if I had as many 
children- as king Priam had, that we read of at ſchool 
in the deſtruction of Troy, not one of them would 
ſerve me ſo. 

Hlatotb. Well, well, neighbour, perhaps not; but 
we ſhould remember when we were young ourſelves; 
and I was as likely to play an old don ſuch a trick in 
my day, as e' er a ſpark in the hundred; nay, between 
ou and me, I had done it once, had the wench been 
as willing as I. 


AIR 

My Dolly was the faireft thing] 

Her breath diſclos'd the ſweets of ſpring ; 3 
And if for fumger you wou'd ſeek, 

*T was painted in her eye, her cheek, 
ler fuelling boſom, tempting ripe, 

Of fruitful autumn was the type: 

a But, when my tender tale I told, 
I found her heart was wintey cold. 


7. Woodcock. Ah, you were always a ſcape-grace, 
rattle-cap. 


Hawth, Odds heart, neighbour H/zodcoct, don't tell 
me, you * fellows will bc young fellows, though we 
preach till we're hoarſe again 3 ; and ſo there's an end 
ot. 


SCENE 
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TCHNE IX. 


Changes to juſtice Woodcock's Hall. 
Enter LucNDA, followed by Honor. 


Hodge. Mercy on us.—I wiſh I may be hanged if I had 
not like to drop down with the fright, wh I faw the 
gentleman in the parlour with my maſter : I thought all 
the fat was in the fire, and I ſhould have loſt my place, 
that's for certain. | 

Lucin, Well, but Hodge, things have 8 more 

7 luckily ; and my papa is very well reconciled to the 
gentleman, but does not ſuſpect who he is; fo take 
care you don't blab it. 

Hodge. Blab it, did I erer 

Lucin. I don't accuſe you—And, as s I have whos put 

confidence in you before, I am now going to give you a 
freſh inſtance of my dependance on your fidelity.— I 
| ' have juſt come to a reſolution to leave the * with 

Mr. Euftace, this night. | 

Hodge. What! and his worſhip know nothing of 
| the matter? | 
| Lucin. Not a Gable; nor would I have him, till 
I we are out of his reach, which we ſhall be * to-morrow 
1 morning, for the world. 
Hodge. Why, then you are going to run away, 
miſs 
11 Lucin. I dare ſwear I ſhall return ſoon again, Hodge. 
——- When my father finds that we are married, and 


what's done cannot be you know, —— 
| Hodge, 
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Hodge. Nay, ecod, you'll be of the ſure fide of the 
hedge, then; but have you any thing for me to do?? 


Lucin. That you ſhall be told, if you come into my 
chamber after dinner; Mr. Euſtace will be there—And, 


in the mean time, as a reward for the ſervices you have 
done us already, there's ſomewhat (gives money). 


Hodge. Five guineas !——Mayhap you think it's for ' 


the value of this, now—Why I'd go through fire and 
water for you, by day or by night, without ever a 
penny But if his worſhip Mould come to know that 
I have meddled or made—— 

Tucin. Depend upon it, Hodge, I will inſure you 
from all damages.——But where ſhall I find Raſetra, 
to tell her of this: Well, I am going to do a ſtrange 
bold thing, but I hope we ſhall be . 


AIR. XXVII. 


Ob Hymen, propitious, receive in thy train, 
A pair unſeduc' d by the ſelfiſh and vain; 
Whom neither ambition, nor ant'reſt, draws, 
But love cordial ſubjetts, ſubmits to thy laws © 
Our ſouls for the ſweets of thy union prepares 
And grant us thy blifſes unblended with care: 
Let mutual compliance endear all our days, 
And friendſhip grow fironger, as paſſin decays. 
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SCENE. XI. 


Hop GE, Max ER T. 
. So miſtreſs, who let you in? 
Marg. Why, I let myſelf in. 5 a 
Hodge. Indeed! Marry come up! why, * pray 


28 


let yourſelf out again. Times are come to a pretty 
paſs; 1 think you "might have Had the manners to 


knock at the door firſt, 
ſtand for ? 

. Marg. I want to know if his Ped, s at home. 

Hladge. Well, what's your buſineſs with his worſhip! f 
Marg. Perhaps you will hear that. Look ye, 
Hodge, it does not ſignify talking, I am come, once for 
all, to know what you intends to do; for I won't be 
made a fool of any longer. 

Hedge. Vou won't! 


Marg: No, that's what I won't, by the beſt man 


What does the wench 


that ever wore a head; I am the make- game of the 


whole village upon your account ; and on try whether 


your maſter gives you toleration in your . 


Hodge. You will? + 


Marg: Yes, that's what I will, his worlkip hall be 
acquainted with all your pranks, and ſee how Com will N 
like to be ſent for a ſoldier; 

Hedge. There's the door, take a friend's es ind 
go about your buſineſs. | | : 

Marg. My buſineſs is with his worſhip. 

Hodge. Lock you Madge, if you make any of your 
orations here, never ſtir if I don't ſet the dogs at ws * 
—— Will you be gone? ? 
= Marg. 
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Marg. I won't. 
| Heage. Here towZzer, (mwbi/lling ) 0 whu, whu. 


AIR. XXVII. 
Was ever poor fellow ſo plaug d with a viren? = 
Zawns ! Madge dow't provoke me, but mind what T fay x 
You've choſe a wrong parſom for playing your tricks on, 


So pack up your alls and be trudging away © 
You'd better be quiet, 


And not breed a riot; 
S Bled muſt I fland prating with you here all day 9 
= I've got other matters to mind; 
| May hap you may think mc an T5, g 
But to the contrary you'll find : 
A fine piece of a work by the maſs / 


SCENE XII. 


5 RosSETTA, Hoepce, Marcy. 


Ref. Sure I heard the voice of diſcord here,—as I live 


an admirer of mine, and if I miſtake not, a rival — I'l1 
have ſome ſport with them — how now fellow ſervant 
what's matter? 

Hedge Nothing Mrs. Roſſetta, only this young woman 
wants ak with his worſhip; — Madge follow me. 


Marg. No Hodge, this is your ſine madam ! but I am 


as good fleſh and blood as the, and have as clean a ſkin 
too, tho'f I mayn't go fo gay; and now ſhe's here III 
tel] her a piece of my mind. 

Hadge. Hold your tongue will you. 

Marg. No, 111 ſpeak if I dye for it. 

Ro. What is the matter I ſay. 
| 1. H Hodge. 
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Hodge. Why nothing I tell you 3 Madge = 2 
Marg. Ves, but it is ſomething, it's all along of he,” 


and ſhe may be aſhamed of herſelf. 


Roſ. Bleſs me. * do * direct your diſcourſe to 
me? if KP 

Marg. Yes, I 5 and to nobody elſe ; 8. was not 
2 kinder ſoul breathing than he was till of late; I had 
never a croſs word from him till he kept you company; 
but all the girls about ſay, there's no ſuch thing as keep- 
ing a ſweetheart for you. 

Roſſ. Do you hear this, friend Hodge? | 

Hodge. Why, you don't mind ſhe [ hope - but if 
that vexes her, I do like you, I do; my mind runs upon 
nothing elfe ; and if fo be as you was agreeable to it, I 
would marry you to night, before to morraw. 

Marg. Oh you baſe rogue, you deceitful fellow, you 
are parjur'd, you know you are, and you deſerve to have | 
your eyes tore out. 

Hodge. Let me come at Ces teach you to call 


names, and abuſe folk. 


Marg. Do, ſtrike me; you a man! 
Rog. Hold, hold, — we ſhall have a battle, here pre- 
ſently, and I may chance to get my cap tore off 


Never exaſperate a jealous woman, tis taking a mad 


* 


bull by the horns; Leave me to manage her. 
Hodge. You manage her ! I'll kick her. | 
Kol. No, no, it will be more for my credit, to get the 
better of her by fair means; —— I warrant I'll bog 
her to reaſon. 
Hodge. Well, do ſo then; — But may I depend upon 
you? when ſhall-I ſpeak to the Parſon ? | N 
Ref We'll talk of that another time ; — Go. 4 


| y_ | Hodge. 1 
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Hodge. Madge, good by, 

| Roſſ; The brutality of this fellow ſhocks me! — Oh 
man, man, —you are all alike, -A bumkin here, bred at 
the barn-door ! had he been brought up in a court, 
could he have been more faſhionably vicious? ſhew me 
the lord, ſquire, colonel, or captain of them all, that 
can out-do him, 


AI R. XXIX. 
Ceaſe gay ſeducers pride to tate, 5 
In triumphs oer the fair; 5 
Since clowns as well can act the rake, = 


As thoſe in higher ſphere. 


Fhere then to ſhun a ſbameful fate, 
Shall hapleſs beauty go; 
In eu'ry rank, in ev'ry ſlate, 


Poor. Woman finds a foe ! 
SCENE XIII. 


RosSETTA, MARGERy. | 


Marg. I am ready to burſt, I can't ſtay i in is place 
any longer. 

-Roff. Hold child, come hither. 

Marg. Don't ſpeak to me, don't you. 

Roſſ. Well, but I have ſomething to ſay to you of 


* conſequence, and that will be for your good; I ſuppoſe 
this fellow promiſed you marriage. 
Marg. Ay, or he ſhould never have prevail'd upon 
me. 
Roſſ. Well, now you ſee the ill conſequence of truſt- 
ing to ſych promiſes : when once a man hath cheated a 
| "M4 woman 
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woman of her virtue, ſhe has no longer hold of him 
he deſpiſes her for wanting that which he hath robb'd 


her of; and like a lawleſs conqueror, Or in 
ruin he hath occaſioned. 


Marg. ——— Nan! 

Ref. However, I hope the experience you have got, 
though ſomewhat dearly purchaſed, will be of uſe to 
you for the future; and as to any deſigns I have upon 
the heart of your lover, you may make yourſelf eaſy, 


for J aſſure you, I ſhall be no dangerous rival, ſo go 


your ways and be a good girl. 

Marg. Yes, I don't very well underſtand her 
talk, but J ſuppoſe that's as much as to ſay ſhe'll keep 
him herſelf ; well let her, who cares, I don't fear getting 
better nor he is any day of the year, for the 
matter of that; and I have a thought come into my 
head thet may be will be more to my advantage. 


AIR XXX. 


Since Hodge proves ungrateful, no far ther I'll jeek, 

But go up to town in theawaggon next week z 

A fervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 

And regi/ter”s office will get me a place : 

Bet Bloſsom went there, and ſoon met with a friend, 
Folts ſay in her ſilks, ſhe's now landing an end ! 

Then why ſhould not I the ſame maxim purſue ® = 

And better my fortune as other girls do. X 


SCENE 
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SCENE XV. 
Enter RossETTA, and Lucinda. 


Roſs. Ha! ha! ha! Oh admirable, moſt delectibly 
rediculous. And ſo your father is content he ſhould be a 
muſic maſter, and will have him ſuch, in ſpite of all 
your aunt can ſay to the contrary ? 

Lucin. My father and he child, are the beſt com- 
panions you ever ſaw : they have been ſinging together 
the moſt hideous daets ! bobbing joan, and old fir fimon 
the king; heaven knows where Euſtace could pick them 
up; but he has gone through half the contents of pills 
to purge melancholy with him. 

Roſs. And have you reſolved to take wing to-night ? 

Tucin. This very night, my dear; my ſwain will go 
from hence this evening, but no farther than the inn, 
where he has left his horſes; and at twelve preciſely, 


he will be with a poſt-chaiſe at the little gate that opens 


from the lawn, into the road, where I have * to 
meet him. | 

Roſs. Then depend upon it, T'll bear you company. 

Lucin. We ſhall eaſily flip out when the family is a 
fleep, and I have prepared Hodge already. 

Roſs. Nay, for that matter, you need not have a 
more expert pilot than myſelf upon ſuch an expedition, 
but hark 70. — N 


SCENE 
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SCENE XV. 


RossETTA, Lucinda, HawTHORN. 

Hawth. Lucy, where are you. 
Lucin, Your pleaſure, Sir. 
Roſs, Mr. Hawthorn, your ſervant, 
Hawth. What my little water wagtail, the very cou- 
ple I wiſhed to meet, come hither both of you. 

Roſs. Now Sir, what would you ſay to both of us. 

Hawth. Why let me look at you.a little have you 
got on your beſt gowns, and your beſt faces? If not, 
go and trick yourſelves out directly, for I'll tell you a 

ſecret——there will be a young batchelor in the houſe 
within theſe three hours, that may fall to the ſhare of 
one of you, if you look ſharp, but whether miſtreſs 
or maid | 
Rel. Ay, marry this is ſomething, but how do you 
know, whether either miſtreſs or maid, will think him 
worth acceptan ce. 

Hawth. Follow me, follow me, I warrant you. 


Lucin, I can aſſure you, Mr. Hawthorn, ] am very 
difficult to pleaſe. 


Roſſ. And ſo am I Sir. / 
 Hawth. Indeed | 
AIR, XXXI. 
Well, come, let us hear, what the ſwain muſt poſſeſs 
Who may hope at your feet to implore with ſucceſs ? 


Lucin. f He muft be fir/t of all, 
Roſſ. IU Straight, comely, and tall : 
Lucin. Neither aukward, 

Rofl, Nor fooliſb; 


Lucin 


| | * | 
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Lucin. Nor apiſb, 
Roſſ. Nor muliſb: 
, 2 Nr yet ou d his fortune be ſmall. 
Hawth. hat thint ſt of a captain? 
Lucin. All Bluſter and wounds? 
Hawth. What thin ſi of a ſquire ? 
Roſs. To be leſt for his hounds. 
: [De youth that is form'd to my mind, 
Lucin. Muſt be gentle, obliging, and kind; 
Of all things in Nature love me, 
Have ſenſe both to ſpeak, and tc ſee, 
L Yet ſometimes be ſilent and blind. 
Hawth. Fore George a moſt rare matrimonial receipt, 
Roſs. Obſerve it ye fair in the choice of a mate ; 
Lucin. ¶ Remember 'tis wedlock determines your fate. 


Roſs. 


END or THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT I. SCENE J. 


A parlour in Juſtice Woopcock's boufe. Euter 
Sir William Mxapous, 2 by Haw- 
THORN, i 


Sir Will. EL L this is RA this i is is 
| good, this is mighty merry faith, 
ha, ha, he; was ever the like heard of? that my boy 
Tem ſhould run away from me, for fear of being forced 
to marry a girl he never ſaw; that ſhe ſhould ſcamper 
from her father, for fear of being forced to marry him; 
and that they ſhould run into one another's arms this 
way in diſguiſe; by mere aocident z againſt their con- 
ſents, and IT knowing it as a body may fay : may 
I never do an ill turn maſter: Ffawthorn, if it is not one 
of the oddeſt adventures partly 
Hawth. Why Sir Lilliam it is romance, a novel, 2 
pleaſanter hiſtory by half, than the loves of Doraſtus and 
Faunia ; we ſha.l have ballads made of it within theſe 
two months, ſetting forth, how a young ſquire became 
a ſerving man of low degree : and it will be ftuck up 
with Murgret's ghoſt, and the Spaniſh lady, againſt the 
walls of every cottage in the country. 
Sir Will. But what pleaſes me beſt of all maſter 
Hewthorn, is the ingenuity of the girl. May I never do 
an il] turn, 8 I was called out of the room, and the 


ſervam ſaid (hq wanted to ſpeak to me, if I knew what 
| WM 
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to make on't: but when the little gypſey took me aſide, 
and told me her name; and how matters ſtood, I was 
quite aſtoniſh'd as a body may ſay; and could not believe 
it partly; till her young friend, that the is with'here, aſſu- 
red me of the truth on't. Indeed at laſt I began to recol- 
left her face, though I have not ſet eyes on her before, 
ſince ſhe was the height of a full grown greyhound, 

Haowth. Well Sir William, your fon as yet knows no- 
thing of what has heppen'd, nor of your being come hi- 
ther; and if you'll follow my council, we'll have ſome 
ſport with him fe and his miſtreſs were to meet in 
the garden this evening by appointment, ſhe's gone to 
dreſs herſelf in all her airs z will you let me direct your 
proceedings i in this affair, 


Sir Will. With all my heart maſter Hawtharn, with 


all my heart, do what you will with me, ſay what you 
pleaſe for me; Lam ſo overjoy'd and fo happy And 
may I never do an ill turn, but I am very glad to ſee you 
too, ay, and partly as much pleaſed at that as any thing 


elſe, for we have been merry together before now, when 


we were ſome years younger: Well and how has the 


world gone with * maſter Hawthork nce we ſaw one 


another laft. 
Hatotb. Why, pretty well Sir Wi iam, 1 have no 


reaſon to complain; every one has a mixture of four 
with his ſweets ; but in the main I believe I have done in 


a degree as tollerably as my neighbours, - 
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AIR XXXII. 


The world is a well furniſl/d table, | 
| Where gueſts are N ouſly ſet ; 
C 72 all fare as well as we re able, 
And ſcramble for what we can get. 


My fomile holds to a titile, 
Some gorge, while ſome fare "EE 2 35 
But if I am content with a little, rw 10-1 
Enough is as good as a feaſt. 


r 


Sir WILLIAM MEapows, HAWTHORN, Neis. 


Ruſi. Sir William ] beg pardon for detaining you, 
but I have had fo much e in adjuſting my bor- 
rowed plumes. | 

Sir Will. May I never do an ill turn but they fit you 
to a T, and you look very well fo you do; cockbones 
how your father will chuckle when he comes to hear 


this Her father maſter Hawthorn is as worthy a man 


a8 lives. by bread, and has been almoſt out of his ſenſes 


for the loſs of her — But tell me huſſey, has not this 
been all a ſcheme; a piece of conjuration between you 
and my for. ; faith I am half perſuaded it has, it looks 


ſo like hocus pocus as a body may fay. 


Roſs. Upon my honour Sir Vi liam what has happen- 
ed has been dne mere effect of chance; I came hither 
unknown to” your ſon, and he unknown to me: I ne- 
yer in the leaſt ſuſpected that Thomas the gardener was 
other than his appearance ſpoke him, and leaft of all, 


that he was a perſon with whom I had fo cloſe a connec- 


s © . ; F . tion 
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tion. Mr. Hawthorn can teſtify the aſtoniſhment I was in 
when he firſt informed me of it ; but I thought it was 
my duty to come to an immediate explanation with you. 

Sir Will. Is not ſhe a neat wench maſter Hawthorn ? 
May I never do an ill turn but ſhe is But youlittle 


plaguy devil, how came this love affair between you? 
Roſs. J have told you the whole truth very ingenuouſly 


Sir; ſince your ſon and I have been fellow ſervants, as 1 


may call it, in this houſe, I have had more than reaſon 
to ſuſpect he had taken a liking to me; and I will own 
with cqual frankneſs, had J not look'd upon him as a 


perſon ſo much below me, I ſhould have had no objec- | 


tion to receiving his courtſhip. 

Hawth. Well ſaid by the lord Harry, all above board, 
fair aud open. 

Roſs. Perhaps I may be cenſured by * for this can- 
did declaration; but I love to ſpeak my ſentiments, and 
I affure you Sir William, in my own opinion, I ſhould 
prefer a gardener, with your ſon's good qualities, to a 
knight of the ſhire without them, 


AIR XXXIII. 


"Tis not wealth, it is not birth, 

Can value to the foul convey 3 

| Minds poſſeſs ſuperior worth, 

Mich chance nor gives, nor takes away. 
Like the ſun true merit ſhows, 

By nature warm by nature bright; 
With inhred flames, he nobly glows, 

Nor needs the aid of borrow'd light. 


Hawth., Well, but Sir, we loſe time is not this 
about the hour you appointed to meet in the garden? 


12 . 
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Roff. Pretty near it. 0 
Hatoth. Oons then, what do we Ray for ? come my 
' old friend come along, and by the way we will conſult 
how to manage your interview. 
Sir Will. Ay, but I muſt ſpeak a wenn or two to my 
man about the horſes firſt. | 


SCENE Il. 


RosstTTA, Hopce. 


Roff. Well, —What's the buſineſs ? | 3 | 
| Hedge. Madam, — Mercy on us, I crave blrdon? l 
Noſt. Why Hodge, don't you know me b 
Haage. Mrs. 4 

Roſs. Ay. ; 

Hodge. Know you, ecod I FRO t know whether I da 
or not: never ſtir, if I did not think it was ſome lady 
belonging to the ſtrange gentlefolks: why you ben't 
dizen'd this way, to $9 to the OY dance preſently, be 
you ? | 

Roſs. Have patience and you'll "EE — But is there 
any thing amiſs, that you came in ſo abrutly? 

Hodge. Amiſs } why. there's ruination. 

_ ' Refs. How, where? | 

Hage. Why with miſs Lucinda: her aunt has catch'd, 
ſhe, and the gentleman above ſtairs, and over-heard all 
their love diſcourſe. 

Roſs. You don't ſay ſo. 

Hedge. Ecod, I had like to have pop'd in among 
them this inſtant, but by good Juck, I heard Mrs. Debo- 
rah's voice, and ran down againg as faſt as ever my legs 
cquld carry me. 

© Is your * in the houſe ? 


Hodge. 


— 
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Hodge. What his worſhip ? no, no, he is gone into 
the fields to talk with the reapers and people. | 

Roſs. Poor Lucinda, I wiſh I could go up to her, but 
Jam ſo engaged with my own affairs —  _ 

Hodge. Mrs. Rofſetta. 

Roſs. Well. 

Hodge. Odds bobs, I muſt have one ſmack of your 
ſweet lips. a 

Roſs. Oh ſtand off, you know I never allow liberties. 

Hodge. Nay, but why ſo coy, there's reaſon in roaſt- 
ing of eggs; I would not deny you ſuch a thing. 

_ Roſs. That's kind, ha, ha, ha! — but what will be- 
come of Lucinda? Sir William waits for me, I muſt be 
gone. Friendſhip a moment by your leave, yet as 
our ſufferings have been mutual, ſo ſhall our joys; I 


already loſe the remembrance of all former pains and 
apxictics. 5 


AIR. XXXIV. 


The traveller benighted, 
Aud led thro weary ways; 
The lamp of day new lighted, 
With joy the dawn ſurveys. 
The riſmg proſpects viewing, 
Each ok is forward caſt ; 
He ſmiles, his courſe purſuing, 
Nor thinks of what 1s paſt. 


SCENE 


— 


Ze 


r 


n 4 
e . EL 1 *. 0 . __ 
— * a ts 2 — To : 
Vow "i, * * - _ _ 
* * * * 6 — 3 LY —_ * — 


e 


DO" — 
* ne wall 
a a. . „ - 
A r 
' ,: 


Ga LOVEINAVILLAGE. 
SCENE. IV. 


 Hopgr, Mrs. DEBOR AH Woopcock, Luctx DA. 


Hodge. Hiſt, tay ! don't I hear a noiie ? 

Lucin. (within) Well, but dear, dear aunt. | 

Mrs. Deb. (within) You need not ſpeak to me, for it 
does not ſignify. | | 8 

Hodge. Adwawns they are coming here, ecod I'l] get 
out of the way; — Murrain take it thi door is bolted 
now $0 fo. 2 

Mrs. Deb. Get along, get 1 ( 456 ding in 3 
before ber) you are a ſcandal to the name of Moodcoci / 
but, I was reſolved to find you out, for I have ſuſpect- 
ed you a great while, though your father ſilly man, will | 
have, you ſuch a poor innocent. 

\Lreccin, What ſhall 1 do. 

Mrs. Deb. 1 was determined to diſcover Shad you, 
and your pretended muſic maſter were about; and lay in 
wait on purpoſe : I believe he thought to eſcape me, by 
ſlipping into the cloſet when ] knocked at the door 


but I was even with him, for now have him under 


lock and key, and pleaſe the fates, there he ſhall remain 
till your father, comes in: I will convince him of his 
error, whether he will Snot... Re 

Lucin. You won't be ſo cruel, I am * you won't; 
I thought 1 had made you my fiend, by telling you the 
truth. 

Mrs Deb. Telling: me the ach quotha? did I not over- 
hear your ſcheme of running away to night, through 
the partition; did not I find the very bundles packed up 
1 the room with you ready for going off? No brazen- 


face, I found out the truth by my own ſagacity, though 


your 
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your father ſays, ] am a fool; but now we N be judged 


who is the greateſt. 
ther ſhall know what an honeſt ſervant he has got. 
Hedge. Madam 15 | 
Mrs. Deb. You were to have been aiding ab 
afſiſting them in their eſcape, and have been the dos be 
tween it ſeems, the letter carrier! 
Hodge. Who me madam ! 
Ars. Deb. Yes, you ſirrabh! 


— Miſs Lucinda, did Jever carry a letter 8 ? 


11 


I'll make my affidavy before his worſhip — 
Ars. Deb, Go, go, you are a villain, hold vour 


tongue. 


| Lucin, I own aunt I have len very e in Nis 


affair; I don't pretend to excuſe myſelf; but we are all 


ſubject to frailties, conſider that, and judge of me by 


yourſelf, who were once young, and inexperienced as 
J am. f 


MAIN. XXXV, 


F ever a fond inclination, 
Roſe in your boſom, to rob you of ret; 
Reflect with a little compaſſion, 
On the ſoft pangs, which prevail'd in my breaft, 
\Oh where, where would you fly me, 
Can you deny me, thus torn, and diftreff ; 
Think when my lover was by me, 
Would 1, hiv au'd I, refuſe his requeſt ? 
"Kneeling before you, tet me implore you z 
Look on me fighing, crying, dying; 
Ah ! ts there no language can move © 
l have been too complying ! 
Hard was the conflict tui xs duty, and love. 
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And you Mr. raſca}, my bro- 
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Mrs. Deb. This is mighty pretty romantick ſtuff 
but you learn it out of your play books, and novels, 
Girls in my time, had other employments, we work'd 
at our needles, and kept ourſelves from idle thoughts: 
before I was your age, I had finiſhed with my own 
fingers, a compleat ſet of chairs, and a fire ſcreen in 


tent ſtitch ; four counterpanes, in Matfailles quilting 3 


and the creed, and the ten commandments, in the hair 
of our family: it was framed,. and glazed, and hung 
over the parlour chimney. piece, and your grandfather 
was prouder of it, than of &er a picture in his houſe; 
I never looked into a book, but when I ſaid my prayers, 
except it was the compleat houſewife, or the great 
family receipt book: whereas you are always at your 
ſtudies: Ah! I never knew a woman come to good, 
that was fond of reading. 

- Lucin. Well, pray madam, let me rats on your to 
give me the key to let Mr. Eu/tace out, and I promiſe, 
I never will proceed a ſtep farther in this net, with- 
out your advice and approbation. | 

Mrs. Deb. Have not I told you already my wefolution # 
Where are my clogs and my bonnet? Flt go out to 
my brother in the fields; I'm a fool you kno child, 
now let's ſee what the wits will think of themſelves, — 


Lucin, I'm not going; — 1 have honda of a Way to 
be even with you, ſo you may do as you pleaſe. 


SCENE 
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S-& EN V. 
| HoDGE. 
Well, I thought it would come to this, I' be ſhot if 
J didn't; So here's a fine jobb —— But what can 
they do to me; They can't ſend me to jail for 


carrying a letter, ſeeing there was no treaſon in it; and 
how was [I obligated to know my maſter did not allow 


of their meetings : — The worlt they can do, is to turn 
me off, and I am ſure the place is no ſuch great pur- 
chaſe z — indeed, I ſhall be ſorry to leave Mrs. Roſetta, 
ſeeing as how matters are ſo near being brought to an 


end, betwixt us; but ſhe and I may keep company all 
as one: and I finds Madge has been ſpeaking with gaffer 


Broadwheels, the waggoner, about her carriage up to 
London; ſo that I have got rid of ſhe, and I am ſure I 
have reaſon to be main glad of it, far ſhe led me a 
wearyſome life; But that's the way of them all. 


A I R. XXXVI. 
A plague of thoſe wenches, they make ſuch a pother, 
When once they have let'n a man have his will; 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his carriage: 
I hat tho he ſpeaks them neer ſo fairly 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on- 
You cannot perſuade *em : 
Till promiſe you've made eni. 
And after they've got it, 
They tell jan — add ret it ! 
Their characters blaſted, they're ruin'd, undene; 
And then, to be ſure, ſir, 
There is but ane cure, ſir, 
And ail the diſcourſe is of marriage. 
E SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 
— Changes to a Green-houſe. 


rs 


3 *, #4 
Enter Young ME AaDows. 


. Y. Meadows. I am glad! had the precaution to bring 
this ſuit of cloaths in my bundle, though I hardly know 
myſelf i in them again, they appear ſo ſtrange, and feel 
ſo unwieldy. However, my g:rdener's jacket goes on 
no more.—L wonder this girl does not come (looking at 
his watch); perhaps ſhe won't come—Why, then Pl 


£0 into the village, take a poſt- chaiſe, and depart with- 
out any farther ceremony. 


AIR XXXVII. 


; hw much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt beſams find; 
But with reſiſiloſs force it draws, 
To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join d. 
The caſtet, where, to cutward Gore, | 
The workman's art tis ſeen, | oo 
Is doubly dali d, when Te know 
It hilds a gem within. 
Hark! ſhe comes. | 
4 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Sir WILLIAM MEA bovs and HawTHORY, 


Y. 1M: drt. Confulion ! my father! What can 
this mean ? 


Sr Mill. Tom, are not you a fad boy, Tam, to bring 
me à hundred and ſorty miles, nete. ——-May I never 


do 
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do an ill turn, but you deſerve to have your head broke; 
and I have a good mind, partly. — What, ſirrah; 
don't you think it worth your while to ſpeak to me:? 

T. 1:adows, F orgive me, fir, I own I have been in 
a fault. 

Sir Mill. In a fault! to run away from the becauſe I 
was going to do you good. May I never do an ill turn, 
maſter Hawthorn, if I did not pick out as fine a girl for 
him, partly, as any in England; and the raſcal run 
away from me, and came here and turn'd gardener, — 
And pray what did you propoſe to Fouiſelf, Tom? I 
know you were always fond of Bottany, as they call it ; 
did you intend to keep the trade going, and advertiſe 
| fruit-trees and flowering-ſhrubs, to be had at Meadows $ 
W ? 

| Hawth, No, fir William, I 3 the young 
gentleman deſigned to lay by the profeſſion; for he has 
quitted the habit already. 

Y. Meadows. J am fo aſtoniſhed to ſee you here, fir, 
that I don't know what to ſay; but, I aſſure you, if 
you had not come, I ſhould have returned home to you | 
directly. Pray, fir, how did you find me out ? 

Sir Will. No matter, Tom, no matter; it was partly 
by accident, as a body may ſay ; but what does that ſig- 
nify—tell me, boy, how ſtands your ſtomach towardg 
matrimony ? Do you think you could * a wife 
now? 
= Meadows. Pray, ir don't mention it; I ſhall 
always behave myſelf as a dutiful ſon ought: I will 
never marry without your conſent, and F hope you 
won't force me to do it againſt my own. 

K 2 : 
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SINE bo deb this mighty provoking, rafter Mow. 
thorn? Why, firrah, did you ever ſee the DO" de- 
ſigned for you ? 


F. Meadows. Sir, I don't doubt the lady's s merit ; 'duts 
at preſent, I am not diſpoſed. 


Hau. Nay, but young gentleman, faic and foktly, 
you ſhould pay ſome reſpect to your father in this 
Sir Will. Reſpect, maſter Hawthorn! may I never 
do an ill turn, but he ſhall marry her, or III diſinherit 
him ! there's once. Look you, Tom, not to make any 
more words of the matter, I have brought the lady 
here with me, and I'll ſee you contracted before we 


part; or you ſhall delve and plant nber, as long as 
you live. 


T. Meadows. Have you brought the lady here, ſir ? 
1 am ſorry for it. 

Sir Will. Why ſorry? what, then you won't marry 
her? we'll ſee that; pray, maſter Hauutlorn, conduct the 
fair one in. Ay, ſir, you may fret, and dance about, 
trot at the rate of fifteen miles an hour, if you pleaſe; 
but may I nerer do an ill turn, but I am reſolved. 


SCENE VII. 


| Sir WIILTAu Mgapows, HawTHORN, Young Mea- 
DOWS, Ross TTA. 

* Here is the lady, fir William. 

Sir Will. Come in, madam, but turn your face from 
Mim-—he would not marry you becauſe he had not ſeen 

vou; but Vil let him know my choice ſhall be his, and 

he ſhall conſent to marry: you before he ſees you, or 

nos an acre of eſtate, ——Pgay, fir, walk this way. 


F. Meadnws. 
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* Y. Meadows. Sir, I cannot help thinking your con- 
duct a little extraordinary; but, ſince you urge me 
ſo cloſely, I muſt tell you my affections | are * 
- Sir Will. How, Tom! how! 

7. Meadotom I was determined, fir, to have got the 
better of my inclination,” and never have done a thing 


which I knew would de diſagrecable to you. 
Sir Will. And pray, ſir, who are your aFeQtions en- 
gaged to? let me know that. 
Y. Meadotos. To a perſon, fir, whoſe rank and for- 


tune may be no recommendations to her; but whoſe 
charms and accompliſhments entitle her to a monarch. 


1 am ſorry, ſir, it's impoſſible for me to comply with 
your commands, and J hope you will not be oltended 
if I quit your preſence. 
Sir Will. Not I, not in the leaſt; go about your 
buſineſs. 
T. Meadows. Sir, I obey. 
Hatuth. Now is your time, madam. 


AIR XXXVIII. 

Roſſ. I pen we fee a lover languiſb, 
2858 And his truth and honour prove, 
Ah! how ſtueet to heal his anguiſh, 

And repay him love for love. 


f Sir Will. Well, Tom, wil you go away from me 


now ? 

Hawth. Perhaps, fic William, your ſon docs not like 
the lady; and, it ſo, pray don't put a force upon his 
inclination, > | 

Y. Mtadws. You need not have taken this method, 


fir, to let me ſee you were acquainted with my folly, 
9 Whatever my inclinations are 


Sir Will 
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Sir Wi A. Well, but Tom, ſuppoſe L give my n 
to your marrying this young woman? 

Y. Meadows. Your conſent, (ir ! . 

Roſſ. Come, fir William, we have carried the jeſt far 
enough; I ſee your ſon is in a kind of embarraſſment, 
and T don't wonder at it; but this letter, which I re- 
ceived from him a few days before I left my father's 
houſe, will, I apprehend, expound the riddle.—He 
cannot be ſurprized that I ran away from a gentleman 
who expreſſed ſo much diſlike to me; and what has 
happened ſince chance brought us together in maſque- 
rade, there is no occaſion for me to inform him of. 

Y. Meadows. What is all this? pray don't make a 
jeſt of me, | 

Sir Mill. May I never 92 an ill turn, Tam, if it is 


pot truth; this is m "wy friend's daughter. 
Y. Meadows. Sir ! 


Rofſ. Even ſo; tis very true indeed. In ſhort, yon 
have not been a more whimſical gentleman, "than I 
have a gentlewoman ; but you fee we were gue" for 
one ancther, tis plain. ' 
T. Meadmws. I know not, madam, what I eden hear 
or ſee, a thouſand things are crowding on my imagina- 
tion ; while, like one juſt wakened from 'a 4 1 
doubt which is reality, which deluſion. 
Sir Mill. Well then, Tom, come into File air a bit, 
and recover yourſelf, 
T. Meadows. Nay, dear ſir, "OVA a little patience ; 
do you give her to me? 
Sir Mill. Give her to you! ay, chat! an and wy 
bleſſing into the bargain. 
T. Meadows. Then, fir, I am the 80 man in 
the world. I enquire no farther; here I fix the utmoſt | 
N of my hopes and happineſs. AIR i 


— 
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AIR XXXIX. 


Y. Mead. All I wiſh in her obtaining, 
| Fortune can no more impart ; 
Roſſ. Let my eyes, my thoughts explaining, 
| Speak the feelings of my heart. 
V. Mead. Foy and pleaſure never ceaſing, 
Roſſ. Love with length of years increaſing. 


Together. Thus my heart and hand ſurrender, 


Here my faith and truth I plight ; 
Conſtant flill, and kind and tender, 


May our flames burn ever bright. 


th. Give you joy, fir ; and you fair lady, —And, 
under favour, I'll ſalute you, too, if there's no fear of 
jealouſy. 

YiiMeadows. But may I believe this ?—Prythee tell 
me, dear, Raſſetta. 

Roſſ. Step into the houſe and III tell you every thing. 
—]} muſt intreat the good offices of Sir William, and 
Mr. Hawthorn, immediately; for J am in the utmoſt 
uneaſineſs about my poor friend Lucinda. 

Hawth. Why, what's the matter ? 


R2ff. I don't know, but I have reaſon to fear, I left 


her juſt now in very diſagreeable circumſtances, how- 
ever, I hope, if there is any miſchief fallen out between 


her. father and her lover 
- Hawth. The muſic maſter, I thought ſo. 


Sir Will. What is there a lover in the caſe, may I 


never do an ill turn, but I am glad, foI am; for we'll 
make a double wedding; and, by way of celebrating 
it, take a ip to London, to ſhew the brides ſome of the 


pleaſuces 
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pleaſures of the town. And, maſter Hawthorn, you 
ſhall be of the party.—Come, children, go before us. 
Hawth. Thank you, fir William, I'Il go into the” 
houſe with you, and to church, to ſee the young folks 
married; but, as to London, I beg to be excuſed. 


AIR XL. 


If ever I'm eatch'd in thoſe regions of {moak, 
That ſeat of confuſion and noiſe, | 

May Inter know the ſiueets of a lumber unbroke, © 
Nor the pleaſures the country enjoys. 

Nay, more, let them take me, to puniſh my ſin, 
Where, gaping, the Cockneys they fleece, 

(lap me up with their monſters, cry, maſters, walk in, 

And ſhew me for two-pepce a- piece. | 


SCENE IX. 


— to Juſtice Woodcock's. Hall. 


Enter Juſtice Woopcock, Mrs. DeBoRAH Woop: 
cock, Lucixpa, EusrAck, Hopcxk. 


Mrs. Deb. Why, brother, do you think I can has, 
or ſee, or make uſe of my ſenſes? I tell you, I left 
that fellow. locked up in her cloſet; and, while I have 
been with you, they have broke open the W and 
got him out again. l 

J. Woodcock, Well, you. hear what they ſay. 

Ars. Deb. I care not what they ſay; it's you encou- 
rage them in their. impudence. Hark'e, huſſey, 
will you face me down that I did not lock the fellow up? 

Tuacin. Really, aunt, I don't know what you mean 3" 
when you-talk intelligibly, I'll-anſwer you. 


wide = Eu 
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Eufl. Seriouſly madam, this is m—— the jeſt a little 
too far. 

Ars. Deb. What "5m I did not at you together 
in her chamber, nor over-hear your deſign of going off 
to night, nor find the bungles packt up— 

Euft. Ha, ha, ha! — 

Lucin. Why aunt you rave. 

Urs. Deb. Brother, as I am a chriſtian woman, ſhe 
ccnfelled the whole affair to me from firſt to laſt; and 
in this very place was down upon her marrow-bones, 


for half an hour together, to beg 1 would conceal it 
from you. 

Hodge. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! —_ | 

Mrs. Deb. What firrah, would you brazen me too, 
take that (boxes him) 

| Hedge. I wiſh you IEF, keep your hands to your- 
ſelf, you ſtrike me, becauſe. you have been telling his 
worſhip ſtories. 

J. Moodcocl. Why ſiſter you are upley! 

Ars. Deb. 1 tipſey brother! I that never touch 
a drop of any thing, ſtrong from year's: end to year's 
end; but now and then a little Anny ſecd water, when [ 
have got the cholic. 

Lucin, Well, aunt, you have been complaining of the 


ſtomach-ach all day; and may have taken too powerful | 


a doze of your cordial. 

F. TVoadeack, Come, come, I fee well enough how it 
is, this is a lye of her own invention, to make herſelf 
appear wiſe : but you N did not you know 1 
muſt nn you out ? 


2 
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SCENE. X. 


Enter Sir WIILIAM MEeapows, HAwrHoRN, Ros- 


SETTA, Young MEADows. 


Y. Meadnws. Bleſs me Sir! look who is yonder. 

Sir Will. — Jack, honeſt Jack, are you 
there. 

Euft. Plague on't, this rencounter is unlucky — Sir 
Il illiam your ſervant. 

Sir Vill. Your ſervant again, and again, heartily your 


ſervant ; may I never do an ill turn, but I am glad to 


meet you. 


J. Woadcack: Pray Sir William, are you " acquainted 


with this perſon ? 


Sir Will. What, with Jack Euftace i ? why he's my 
kinſman; his mother and I are couſin-germans once 
removed, and Jack's a very worthy young fellow ; may 


I never do an ill turn if I tell you a word of a lye. 


J. Woodcock. Well, but Sir William, let me tell you, 
you know nothing of the matter; this man is a muſic 
maſter ; a thrummer of wire, and fcraper of cat-gut, and 
teaches my daughter to ſing. 

Sir Mill. What Jack e a mufic maſter! no, no, 
I know him better. 

Euft. S'death, why ſhould I attempt to carry on this 
abſurd farce any longer? — What that gentleman tells 
you is very true, Sir; ] am 1. muſic maſter indeed. 

J. IWaedcock. You are not, you own it then ? 

Eujt. Nay, more Sir, I am as this lady has repreſented 


me, (pointing to Mrs. Deborah) your daughter's lover; 
whom with her own couſznt, I did intend to have carri- 


cd off * night; but now that Sir illiam Headetus is 
here 


* 
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here, to tell you who, and what 1am; I throw my- 
ſelf upon your generoſity, from which I expect greater 
advantages, than I could reap from my impoſition on 
your unſuſpicious nature. 

Mrs. Deb. Well brother, what have you to ſay for 
yourſelf now? you have made a precious day's work 
of it ! had my advice been taken: Oh I am 
aſhamed of you, but you are a weak man and it can't 

be helpt; however you ſhould Jet wa heads ne 
you. 

Lucin. Dear papa, ks me. 

Sir Mill. Ay, do Sir forgive her; my couſin Jack, 

will make her a good huſband, I'll anſwer for it. 

Roſ]. Stand out of the way, and let me ſpeak two or 
three words to his worſhip; — Come my dear Sir, 
though you reſuſe all the world, I am ſure you can 
deny me nothing: love is a venial fault — You know 
what I mean. — Be reconciled to your daughter, I 
conjure you, by the memory of our paſt affections— 
What not a word! 


2 8 5 x. 23 
F EEC wes — 


AIR XII. 
Go naughty man, I can't abide you; 
Are then your vows ſo ſoon forgot; 
Ab! now I ſee if I had tryed ou; 
Mat would have been my hapeful lit. 
But hear I charge you — Make them happy 
Bleſs the fond pair, and crown their bliſs : 
Come be a dear good-natured pappy 
And Tl reward you with a kiſs. 


Mrs. Deb. Come turn out of the houſe; and be 
thankful my brother does not hang you, for he could 


TY do 
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do it, he's a juſtice of panes ; — turn out of the 
houſe, I fay ; — | 
F. TPaodceck. Who gave you authority to turn him 
out] of the houſe he ſhall ſtay where he is, 
Mrs. Deb. He ſhan't marry my niece. ' : 
FJ. Meodcock. Shan't he? but I'll ſhew you the diffe- 
rence. now, I ſay he ſhall marry hars's and what will you 


do about it, 
Mrs. Deb. And you will give him your eſtate too, 


will you? 


J. Woodcock, Ves I will. Ls 

Ars Deb. Why I am ſure he's a 5 Wi 

57 IWaondcoch. I like him che better, I would have him 
a vagabond. 75 8 

Mrs. Deb. Brather . | 

_ Hawthorn. Come, come, madam all's very well, and 


I ſee my neighbour is what 1 tag thought him, 


7 


a2 man af ſenſe and prudenſeQ. A 


Sir Miil. May 1 never do an ill turn, but I 5 * too. 
F. Il bodcoct. Here young fellow, take my daughter 3 
and bleſs you both qgeider 3 . but bark you, no money 
till I dye; obſerve that. 
. £uft. Sir in "giving? me your daughter, you beſtow 
upon me more than the whole world would be without 


ker, 


AIR, 
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51 AIR. XLII. | | 
Euſt. The merchant whoſe veſſel, the wi nds made their ſport 
At laſt thus arrives with his treaſure in port; 
is labour requited, his duty he pays; 
His dangers are paſt, and his heart is at eaſe. 


Lucin. Mere n contending to make 0 a | ide, 
Undazzled I'd look on their ſplendour and pride; 


Refujed ſhould their crowns, and their palaces be, 
Contented to abs in 4 nn with thee. 


Both. On Earth, if avs wa ght of ſubfantial delight, 
is ſure toben like us a fond couple unite ; 
When bleſſed in each other their ſtruggles are ver, 


And pleaſures are heighten'd by pains gone before. 


Roſj. Dear Lucinda, if words could convey the tranſ- 
ports of my heart upon this occaſion | 

Lucin, Words are the tools of hypocrites, the preten- 
ders to friendſhip ; only let us reſolve to preſerve our 
eſteem for each other, 

Y. Meadows. Dear Jack, J little thought we ſhould 
ever meet in ſuch odd circumſtances—but here Nas been 
the ſtrangeſt buſineſs between this lady and me 

Hodge. What then Mrs. Roſetta, are you turned 
falſe-hearted after; all; will you marry Thomas the gar- | 
dener, and did I forſake Madge for this? 

Rofſ. Oh lord Hodge | I beg your pardon ; T 3 
I forgot; but I muſt reconcile you and Madge I think; 
and give you a wedding dinner to make you amends. 

Hodge. N ah. 

Hawth, Adds me Sir, here are ſome of your neigh- . 
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bours come to viſit you, and I ſuppoſe, to make up the 
company of your ſtatute ball; yonder's muſic too I ſee, 
ſhall we enjoy ourſelves; if ſo give me your hand—— - 
J. Hoadeack, Why here's my hand, and we will en- 
joy ourſelves, heaven bleſs you both children I ſay — 
ſiſter Deborah, you are a fool. 
Mrs. Deb. Vou are a fool brother, and mark my 
words But 10 owe _—_— no more trouble about 
you. 


Hamth. Fidlers frike up. 
A 1 R. XIII. 


ane Rs cares complaint _ frouning, 
. Wilcome jollity and j joy; ; 
Eur grief in pleaſure drowning, 
Mirth this happy night ap. 
Let's to frienaſbip do aur duty; 
Laugh and ſing ſome good old Koni, | 
Drin# à health i0 love and beauty, PE. ob. 
May they long in triumpb reign, ok 3 


J 
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A Table of the Songs, with the names of 
the ſeveral compoſers. N B. Thoſe mar- 
| ked thus * were compoſed on purpoſe for 
this Opera. EY | 


A New Overture by Mr. Abel. 


ACT I. | 
1 Hope thou nurſe of young deſire Mr. Weldon 


2 Whence can you inherit Abos 
3 My heart's my own my will is free „ 
4 When once love's ſubtle poiſon gains Arne 
- $*Oh had I been by fate decreed Howard 
6 Gentle youth ah tell me why Arne 
2 in hopes to get the better | Arne 
There was a jolly miller once | 

Let gay ones mJ great _  Baildon 


Io The honeſt heart whoſe thoughts are free Feſting 
11 Well well ſay no more | | 


12 Cupid God of ſoft perſuaſion Gardini 
13 How happy were my days till now Arne 
14 The court and the city She folks may extol Arne 
15 A Medley . 
A 
16 We women like weak Indians trade Paradie 
17 Think my faireſt how delay , Arne 
18*Bclieve me dear aunt Arne 
19 When I followed a laſs that was froward and ſhy 
20 Let rakes and libertines relign'd Handel 
21 How bleſt the maid whoſe boſom Gallupi 
22 In vain Ievery art aſſay Arne 
23 Begone [ agree Arne 
24 Oh how ſhall I in language wea Cary 
25 Young I am and fore afraid Gallupi 
26 Zooks neighbour ne'er bluſn for a trifle like 
this Arne 
27 My Dolly was the faireſt thing Handel 
28 Oh Hymen propitious receive in thy train Arne 
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29 Was ever poor fellow ſa plagued with 2 vixen Agus 
30 Ccaſe ſeducers pride to take rin 
31 Since Hodge proves ungrateſul, no farcher 3 
I' ſeek n 
32x Well come let us hear what the iwain muſt 
FMT... „Arne 
TEE „ 92989947 4 4 * of 5 %G#E fn 4 &4 h 
. | 
1 The world is a well furniſhed. table Arne 
4 It is not wealth, it is not bixth . Guardini 
3 The traveller benighted EE. Arne 
If ever a fond inclination I Geminiani 
57 Plague o cheſe wenches they make ſuch a. PO 
4 ther | ; 
8 How much W beauty aws Roward 
39 When we ſec n layer languiſi Arne 
40 ANT wiſb in her obtaining | _ 
4t If-ever I am PEEL in thoſe regions of | „ 
Wh ſmoke , X Boyce YN 
4200 naughty man 1 can't abide you 3 — 
43 The merchant whole veſſel the winds make 
by their ſport | 4 Akne 
| 44 Hence with Cares co aiplaints and frowiag Boyce: 
1 2 ; | 5 
5 1 24 24 5 : » 
. +": 3%. 2.5 b 
"__ 2 "4 2. . * x . = 
CES K * .% 
5 A A k 8 ad i 
' 3 * * i = 
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